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ONLY EVE. 



CHAPTER I. 

SLANDER AT FBAMBOROUGH. 

rpHB day of the expected trial of Captain 
Jones was approaching, and there were 
whispers in the little borough of framework 
knitters that this would only be the intro- 
duction to another accusation of more impor- 
tance, because of rarer precedent, even the 
arraignment of the Master of Wyckam. 

Mr. Cameron took many thoughtful walks 
in his wareroom now, disturbed and anxious 
on behalf of this friend of his boyhood, whose 
light and pleasure-seeking nature had been 
rather estranging ; but who was all the less 
able to bear this revulsion, this scorn of hig 
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most cherislied pride, this outrage on the 
best part of his disposition. 

" Slander is such a hydra-headed monster," 
thought he, " half measures only add to its 
venom and its vigour ; and yet any vehement 
onslaught may bring about the very evil we 
must avoid, a direct attachment of this in- 
famous charge. If such a thing were to be, 
poor Forrest would never raise his handsome 
head from the dust." 

If for a moment George Cameron suffered 
the hght of any selfish feeling to play over his 
features, it was an involuntary surrender to 
the natural man, as some of the less glorious 
instincts are called. It is possible that some 
latent and low desire rose, and defied him to be 
eager and active in defence of the fair fame of 
his rival, whose abasement might remove the 
chief barrier to his own and only delight and 
solace; but if this were so, it was as surely 
repressed. His strongly-marked face showed 
that his life knew many conflicting emotions ; 
but victory, as well as defeat, bears its signs 
of the burden and the strife. 

He had been to Box Court two or three 
times; at first to talk quietly with Daniel 
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Fletcher about this mischief he was sowing, 
and afterwards to threaten, and even to plead; 
but the ignorant and vain democratist fancied 
he was avenging an old and a crying wrong, 
and thought he should be false to his sense of 
honour if he let this chance of reprisal escape 
him. He had not raised the report in the 
first instance, he said, but it was too good an 
opportunity for him, and he should keep the 
ball going now. He knew no more about 
Will than Mr. Cameron did, but was not 
likely to impeach his own flesh and blood, if 
he had known all about him. 

Since the aspect of this unparalleled rumour 
had become so serious, Mr. and Mrs. Cameron 
had held frequent consultations on it, and 
each had discovered that the other knew 
Fred Forrest's secret, and that this rumour, 
if not speedily crushed, must lay it bare. There 
was apparently no possibility of crushing it. 
Latterly the innuendoes in the public papers, 
and those mysteriouis breathings of malice or 
idle gossip that float about all social grades 
and gatherings, had changed their character ; 
and instead of tainting a good old name, they 
hinted at incomprehensible supineness, which 
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could only imply guilty consciousness, and 
must issue in arrest and trial. Then George 
Cameron went over to Wyckam to consult 
freely with this victim of intrigue or temp- 
tation. 

Mr. Forrest was making up his parish books 
ready for the audit on the following day, and 
he seemed to have been working with diffi- 
culty and much annoyance to himself. 

" You are come very opportunely," said he, 
looking quickly up, and the lines as suddenly 
retreating from his brow. "You will lay 
these papers before the auditors to-morrow, 
and get them signed for me ?" 

" Why not take theni yourself, you are not 
ill?" Cameron asked, noticing with some 
concern the change the last few weeks had 
made in the farmer's face and figure. 

"Oh no, not particularly ; but I will not face 
the borough roughs again." 

" But will it not be injurious to you to take 
any directly different course that may chal- 
lenge remark ?" 

" It may; but 'as I become a target for the 
rough wit of your borough whenever I show 
myself, I think the more I keep in the shade 
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the better. As soon as this trial is over I 
shall go abroad, and sell or let Wyckam." 

The quiet, restrained tone in which most 
men speak when under the influence of strong 
feeling, gave their true effect to his words, 
and excited his companion's sympathy. 

" I do not think it will do for you to give 
up any of your public duties just now ; and I 
am sure you must not leave the country. Why, 
I would not do that, and T have only my old 
mother to leave." 

"Thank God, my mother is dead!" 

Mr. Forrest's ejaculation sounded like a 
groan forced from him by a strong and 
painful conviction. 

There was a pause, Mr. Cameron taking his 
habitual march through the room. 

"I would go away immediately, but for 
Jones. My absence might be ascribed to 
pusillanimity, and do him harm," Mr. Forrest 
said, resuming his quiet manner by a strong 
effort. 

"Of course it would; but are you anxious 
for Jones's acquittal?" 

" Yes." 

" You do not believe in his guilt, then ?" 
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"I certainly did not; do you?" Forrest 
asked. 

" I thought everybody did," said Cameron, 
who had really very Uttle doubt about it. 
"Come out into the garden," he added, wish- 
ing to get more to the core of this intricate 
affair, and vaguely feeling that a change of 
circumstances might afford more facility. 

They took a turn or two along the drive, 
and then entered the narrow laurel-bordered 
path, and Cameron took his companion's arm 
to get more within the focus of his voice, as 
he asked, " How did you get acquainted with 
this Captain Jones?" 

" At Ghent : he was buying things for the 
army; that is his regular calling, you know." 

" How long have you known him ?" 

" Oh, I first saw him ten or twelve years 
ago, more than that perhaps. I was a 
venturesome young fellow then, and hked to 
try my skill at everything. We met at ^ 
gaming-table, and he good-naturedly gave 
me a hint that probably saved me fi'om some 
trouble. He turned up again in London some 
years after, and I thought he might as well 
come down here and help you Framborough 
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hosiers off with some of your wares. Lately 
he has changed his commerce, and buys cattle 
instead of clothes, I beUeve." 

" How came he to know Sophy Fletcher?'* 
It was sixteen years since that name had been 
mentioned between these two gentlemen, 
and straightforward as Mr. Cameron was by 
nature, he had spoken with much effort now. 
He was instantly repulsed by Mr. Forrest's 
quick reply. 

"I cannot explain these things to you, 
Cameron. It is impossible to make a man 
comprehend all the little involvements one 
gets into sometimes, and the schemes one has 
to invent to get out of them again. Indeed, 
the whole affair seemed to glide into mischief 
in a way that was never very clear to myself. 
It gave me infinite trouble, I know." 

Mr. Forrest turned his face towards the 
house as he spoke, as though he would termi- 
nate the conversation before it became more 
perplexing. 

" I do not require any particulars about 
your past life, Fred, on my own account, or 
from curiosity : it has occurred to me that 
some light might be thrown upon this strange 
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charge against you, if all were made known 
concerning your connexion with Jones," said 
Cameron, holding Forrest lightly by the arm. 

" Impossible ! It can have nothing to do 
with this scandal." 

"If Daniel Fletcher has not raised this 
rumour in the first instance, he is doing all 
he can to extend it now." 

Mr. Forrest started, and turned again into 
the shaded walk. 

" Are you speaking from good authority ?" 
he asked. 

" I had the fact fi:*om himself. He says he 
has you in his hands, and will be avenged." 

" The low-born rascal ! He was not always 
so much whiter than his masters," Forrest 
replied indignantly. 

" People are never too low-bom to be iii* 
jured with impunity ; indeed the lower your 
victim the more subtile and sure the retribu- 
tion, because it comes fi^onx within chiefly," Mr. 
Cameron remarked with some resentment. 

The tone did not fail to touch Forrest. 
" Perhaps you know all ?" he asked. 



" Most probably I know all." 

" From information or inference ?" 
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" From inference." 

" Then you will agree with me in supposing 
that we need not give ourselves any more 
trouble in trying to. arrest this malediction. 
I was always a worthless fellow, though it 
has taken much to convince me of the fact. 
Indeed I think it was your hand that first 
opened my eyes," said Forrest, his moody 
tone opposed by something like a smile. 

Cameron did not look as though he felt 
the compliment of this allusion in a pleasing 
manner ; but he shook heartily the extended 
hand as he said, " You were always an odd 
combination of the qualities that go to make 
up a man; you had one or two in excess, 
and that made the discords too blaring. I 
suppose, indeed, this is the case with us all ; 
but in some the false chords are struck too 
softly to reach the world's ear. As to arrest- 
ing this malediction, as you call the infamous 
rumour, we must not let a wrong go on 
accumulating, as wrong always will accu- 
mulate, if it be not arrested. For my part 
I shall leave no old stone unturned to right 
this wrong, if you are too supine to do it for 
yourself. This is due to the old house that 
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has a martyr's name amongst its records, a 
martyr to a good cause, mind you." 

" It is for the sake of the old house that I 
would fain be quiet." 

" I did think for some time that it 
would be better to be quiet, and that the 
calumny would die a natural death from 
inanition. I must tell you, however, that it 
was this complication with the Fletchers 
which made me inactive so long." 

" I still think the calumny must be suffered 
to wear itself out," said Forrest, with a per- 
tinacity which appeared as strange as it was 
injudicious. 

This obstinacy irritated Mr. Cameron, who 
replied sharply, ".Do you not see that there 
is not the sUghtest chance of its wearing 
itself out?" Then, without any apparent 
notion that he was taking a liberty with 
another man's affairs, he continued, " I 
looked in at Lockyer's office this morning to 
assure myself before coming here. He said 
that though the affair was altogether in- 
famous, you had most likely some enemy in 
the background, determined to push the thing 
to extremities, and that it certainly was 
advisable to be prepared for the worst." 
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Mr. Forrest, who knew his friend was not 
punctiUous when he fancied he was necessary, 
appreciated his motives. Besides, he was 
aware that his own conduct had placed the 
first barrier in the way of their confidential 
friendship, so he could but reply with perfect 
amenity, " Surely no attorney would be 
found to take up this case against me I" 

"Ay, indeed ! Your cousin's husband would 
undertake any thing. I suppose he thinks a 
living by pettifoggery is better than starva- 
tion. I think with Lockyer, that every thing 
lies in giving the first blow. See him to- 
morrow, or, better still, come with me now, 
before Kettering gets any more head. Of 
coui'se no one believes you are a rascal ; but 
it may not be impossible to prove you one ; 
and I have no doubt Kettering could do it." 

Mr. Cameron was too much in earnest to 
perceive the pertinency of his remark; but 
Mr. Forrest laughed in spite of himself, thus 
grossly tempting this severe censor of the 
intelligence of men, who incontinently called 
him a fool. 

Mr. Forrest took his judgment meekly. 
" What would you advise me to do if I see 
Lockyer?" he asked. 
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" You will have to tell him all that passed 
between you and Jones in the hay-loft, and, 
most likely, account for the apparent in- 
timacy between you." 

"I don't see what good could come of 
that: I did not know that it 'was Jones who 
was in the loft." 

" Well, you can please yourself, of course ; 
but Lockyer is a respectable person, and, if 
he understands his case, will go about it with 
a better heart. Of course he will attach 
Fletcher for libel, and in self-defence he may 
retract or give his authority." 

"You mean that I ought to proceed at 
once in bringiog an action against Fletcher 
for defamation of character ?" 

"Yes, surely there is no great diflBculty 
about doing that. Those fellows must be 
taught how to behave themselves : if he had 
been a gentleman I should have told him 
what he was before he had gone as far as this." 

" I cannot, attach Daniel Fletcher for de- 
famation ; I should simply increase the evil, 
and bring a hornet's nest about my ears," 
Forrest exclaimed, with a decision most 
foreign to his natural manner. 
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Mr. Cameron interrupted with an impatient 
ejaculation. " It is arrant foolery to put your 
old sins in the balance against this slander. 
You've been bad enough I daresay, and 
deserve to be punished ; but not in this way. 
It would be sheer injustice to send you to 
Botany Bay for highway robbery, because 
sixteen years ago you were not proof against 
a handsome woman, who paraded her fine 
person for the temptation of any one whom 
it might concern, I don't doubt." 

" You push the case to an extreme," said 
Forrest gently. " How can I be sent to 
Botany Bay, because there is no purse forth- 
coming ? Jones may be guilty or innocent ; 
so far as I know he is reckless enough for 
any thing. If nothing is found against him, 
he must be acquitted. You would never 
hang a man on such evidence as Cotswold 
brings ; and if Jones is acquitted, there can 
be nothing against me." 

" Do you mean to say that you do not feel 
the obloquy of this charge the public makes 
against you ; that it is a taint for ever on the 
old name? Why, man, this scandal will 
never be laid 1 It will dog your steps whefr- 
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ever you go, the farther all the more surely 
and sullenly. Think of the son of Squire 
Forrest, the master of Wyckam, the gentle- 
man of our Framborough parties, running his 
country with this thief's cry in his ears I It 
will sink you living, and ban you dead 1 " 

"You must have patience with me, 
George," said Forrest, in a tone so unlike the 
usual one of the happy, pleasure-loving Fred, 
even Mr. Cameron felt as if he might have 
drawn his picture in colours too heavy and 
dreary. 

They walked up and down the path for 
some minutes in silence, the harsh sound 
of the gravel under their boots grating pain- 
fully on Cameron's nerves, his infirmity 
having made him susceptible of any jarring 
sound, particularly if made by any movement 
of his own. Mr. Forrest was lost in his own 
painful thoughts. At last he stopped at the 
farthest point from the house, and, facing his 
companion, said hurriedly — 

" I am not dealing altogether openly with 
you in this matter : your intolerance of any 
thing like weakness in other people has always 
been rather overpowering ; but you were 
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tender to my little girl in her distress ; and 
perhaps you might not turn your back on me 
if you knew all my pitiable story. And yet I 
cannot tell you all, but only the damning fact, 
that I do know where that purse of gold is 
concealed, which is supposed to have been 
stolen from the clieesefactor." 

Too much amazed to give his ears any 
credit, Cameron asked, ** What do you say 
about the cheesefact6r's purse ?" 

" Simply that I know where the purse is, 
which is supposed to have been stolen from 
Mr. Cotswold." 

" I don't believe you," said Cameron blunt- 
ly, speaking from his idea of possibilities. 
Then perceiving that his impetuosity had set 
up a complete barricade against further con- 
fidence, he asked as curtly what Mr. Forrest 
was befooling him for now. 

" The knowledge came upon me as unex- 
pectedly as this avowal has come to you. It 
seemed so like a stroke of some hard, mocking 
fate, that I have been almost overwhelmed, 
certainly unmanned by it." 

" But there was so little time in the hay- 
loft Jones could not have said anything the 
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oflBcials did not hear, much less have given 
you a purse." 

** I did not get my information jfrom Jones : 
I was quite ignorant, not only of the purse 
but of the bruit, till the rumour had been 
pretty freely sown in Framborough. I was 
saluted by some of your young stocking- 
makers one day, and on the next I was 
burdened by a secret that gave a stinging 
meaning and point to the base insinuation." 

"Did I understand you to say that you 
could not, or would not, tell me how this 
knowledge came to you?" 

*^ I cannot tell, being under a sort of pro- 
mise, which, at present, must be considered 
binding." 

" Did you make this promise before or after 
the information was given you ?" 

"The information was given in consequence 
of the rumour, as being something I ought to 
know; the promise was required inconsist- 
ently enough, but under circumstances that 
seemed to warrant me in making it. I felt 
that it was very inconvenient, perhaps foolish ; 
but I did not think it could prove very mis- 
chievous. My own consciousness aggravates 
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this misfortune every day, so much so, that 
I am making arrangements to go abroad 
immediately after the trial of Jones." Mr. 
Forrest's explanation was given in a blun- 
dering manner, which seemed to confuse the 
matter more. 

" Then I had better call on Lockyer, and 
stop any proceeding he may have entered 
upon?" Mr. Cameron asked; "unless you 
are disposed to reconsider this promise." 

The tone was rather cynical, but Mr. For- 
rest's mistakes and misfortunes induced him 
to take a meek view of his own deserts just 
npw ; so he could only thank his well-meaning 
friend for the championship of which he could 
not avail himself, and await the issue of events 
in patience and alone. 

Though no reservation had been made with 
this strange avowal, as to its dangerous pro- 
perties, Mr. Cameron was convinced of the 
importance of secrecy. Recollecting what 
Bernard Fielding had told him of Will 
Fletcher's story the night they had met at 
Box Court, he thought he was warranted in 
suspecting this Will-o'-the-wisp, not only of 
having the stolen money in his keeping, but 
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also of having fumished Mr. Forrest with 
this very iU-timed and perilous knowledge 
concerning it. 

However this might be, he had reached the 
limit when further interference would be un- 
wise as well as thankless. To dive deeper 
into such turbid waters, required much more 
assurance than he possessed of making a 
clean, or even safe issue. 

The idea did occur, that possibly Kitty 
might have been made a medium of commu- 
nication, as Will would certainly not risk his 
own priceless person in any quixotic enter- 
prise; but with the usual weakness of one 
whose tenderer qualities are deeply overlaid 
by a cynical habit, he shrank with something 
like fear from an interview with the dying 
girl. 

Still each day that passed seemed so 
burdened with important issues, Cameron 
could not persuade himself that he was right 
in letting things alone ; so with a shy, reluctant 
courage he knocked at the Fletchers' door, 
just two days after they had taken themselves 
to some more remote neighbourhood. 

The widow, who had so charitably cared 
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for Kitty, appeared in answer to his hollow 
summons ; explaining, with some indignation, 
that Daniel Fletcher had flitted by moonlight 
in a very suspicious manner, taking away his 
girl from those who were ready and willing to 
do for her to the last, when the poor thing 
was more fit for her coflBn than a damp, lone- 
some house, with nobody to see that he did 
not starve or mope her to death. "And I 
warrant, you may be come, with something 
good for her now," the sympathetic little 
Samaritan added, with a smile that made 
Cameron wish he had so charged him- 
self. 

He assured her she was quite mistaken. 

"Does not any one know where they are 
gone to ?" he asked. 

" No ; they didn't confide in nobody. We 
might have been no better than police in 
make-believe clothes, for the trust they put 
in their neighbours," she responded, with the 
bitterness of a kindly soul that had been mis- 
trusted. 

" Has Mr. Bernard Fielding been here since 
they went away?" Mr. Cameron inquired, 
after a minute's reflection. 

2 
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" No," said the widow ; " and that makes 
me think Etty may have told him more than 
me. She was always different like." 

In this conjecture she was right. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE HEAD FOR DIRECTION, THE HEART FOR LIFE. 

IITRS. CAMERON, sitting in her bed-room 
nursing herself through her last attack 
of bronchitis, which she would only treat as 
a common cold, had plenty to plan and think 
about without including herself. Inteead of 
watching with the silent and invisible sister 
of destiny the frail, chafed thread of life 
wear itself through, she was busy weaving 
another strong vital thread of youth and love 
for those who were to outlast her. There was 
a grand, almost a prophetic air about her, as 
she waited, sufficient to herself, and lonely 
apparently — though her background was, 
probably, very fairly peopled — always upright, 
and always crowned with the clear high muslin 
cap, its frilled border meeting under her 
massive chin. Bernard Fielding, who was 
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sometliiiig Kke a yonthful priest, welcome and 
in harmony evetywhere, said she made him 
think of Deborah under her palm tree, while 
the people came up to be judged ; and De- 
borah must have worn some such mystic 
head-dress. Once having sauntered into her 
kitchen, in the easy way he had of disposing 
of his spare moments, and having seen the 
old lady clap her hands enthusiastically with- 
out any corresponding festal light in her 
serene, wise countenance, he had asked what 
was the occasion of such unwonted plaudit, 
and had been told that it was this stiff, 
buoyant, translucent cap, which, to be re- 
stored, must be submitted to this strange 
treatment. No wonder he regarded it with 
awe. 

For two or three days Mrs. Cameron's 
mind had concentrated its powers upon this 
one design, the marriage of Mary Elton with 
her son, and she fancied that circumstances 
were aiding her, even George himself, turn- 
ing his strong will into the same direction. 
She had observed a change in his manner 
and appearance; his coat was well brushed, 
and did not hang quite so listlessly about 
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him; his linen was more visible and pure, 
his whole personality seemed to be brought 
up to the requirements of a state more 
exigent than the little world of the old 
wareroom. She had heard him expostulate 
with the servant about his boots, the dead 
and seedy aspect of which he said was 
peculiar to his things, and must be altered. 
All these signs determined her to give an 
impetus to the wavering inclination. Of 
course George never could be smooth and 
polished ; but if that hard spiny integument 
could be removed from the man's genuine 
nature he must appear to better advantage ; 
and that it was a nature to bear the shelling 
she did not doubt. She was equally satisfied 
that it was but a blind, instinctive effort he 
was making to get out of the old, lonely life, 
into one freer and more lovely; and conse- 
quently that her hand was needed to direct, 
perhaps to aid. So, while disliking any 
allusion to her increasing weakness, and 
having an antipathy against the conventional 
forms of treating the great inevitable event, 
preferring to take her leave of the world 
in her own fashion, she sent for him one 
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night, with the intention of preparing him 
for the end of her management, and to 
direct him towards a substitute. 

George began to talk about Frederick 
Forrest, saying he was afraid he meant to 
leave England immediately; he doubted 
whether he would even stay for the trial, so 
impatient he seemed to get clear of the 
murky atmosphere of this scandalous little 
borough. And if he should run away from 
his subpoena and evade Jones's trial he would 
take with him such a weight of accumulating 
' calumnious disposition, that he might never be 
able to show his face at home again. 

" And if he should go away ?" — ^Mrs. 
Cameron fixed her eyes upon her son's, eyes 
that could ask questions with so much 
subtlety — " should you regret it very much, 
all things considered?" 

" I used to like Forrest well enough ; but 
latterly our finendship has seemed to be 
narrowing indefinitely." 

" That is inevitable with friendship between 
men ; their interests rim so vehemently, 
either in opposite directions, when they must 
naturally fall apart; or towards the same 
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object, when they as naturally become rivals." 
Again Mrs. Cameron's quiet eyes seemed bent 
upon reading her son's mind. 

" I could make no way with Forrest ; he 
will not take advice or any reasonable mea- 
sures," said George, attacking the bit of fire 
in the tiny grate till it threatened to become 
extinct. " It is surprising how those gay, 
careless fellows collapse before a bit of mis- 
fortune." 

"I don't think it is to be wondered at; 
everybody petted Fred: even rigid and 
frigid old women like me must smile at his 
peccadilloes, and forget to see how certain 
little follies and gay graces glide into great 
sins. I should have sent you to bed without 
your supper, George, if you had dreamed of 
committing the levities I have thought only 
natural in him. Don't make so much noise 
with the poker; my voice is not strong at 
present, you know," Mrs. Cameron remarked, 
wishing to develope her idea; but feeling 
that certain delicate matters move better to 
low tones than with the higher, harsher pitch 
necessary to dull ears, and anxious always to 
save George from whatever difficulty there 
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might be, by ascribing it to her OTm feebler 
powers. She was still consistent with her- 
self; her young ones had always been guarded 
with more of an eagle's defiance than a dove's 
tenderness; but any sign of suffering or 
dependence in her brood had brought her 
down to the level of ordinary feminine 
devotedness. 

" I don't suppose the ways of Providence 
are either mended or marred much by our 
means," said George, rising. 

" Perhaps not ; but our own ways may be, 
and they are our chief concern. Stay a while 
longer to-night; the violono will last long 
after me; and, George, I want to tell you 
that it is time you looked out for my suc- 
cessor. You will be found stiff and stark in 
your old wareroom if you have no one to 
look after you, some of these days when I am 
dead and gone." 

" You will last years yet, if you will but 
make up your mind to think so. Women are 
so easily depressed ; they always see death in 
every little decadence," said George. 

** Women are not depressed by any thing 
they have fairly lived up to, and I shall be 
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eighty- two next month ; but that is neither 
here nor there. It is about Mary Elton I 
would talk to-night. You know pretty well 
what my wishes are, and I am pretty certain 
we are not out of accord in this instance ; so 
perhaps you will admit for once that a 
woman's judgment may be worth acting 
upon." 

It was not a cynical smile that received 
this bit of governance from the lady who had 
just declared her reign at an end. For the 
first time this allusion to her cherished pro- 
ject did not cause more pain than satisfac- 
tion. George was keeping his little new-born 
hope warm; and so thriving are a lover's 
fancies, that if there be any tenderness be- 
stowed on them they become rather usurping. 
Yet he would not have his secret presump- 
tion discovered ; so he said, " If you think 
we are both of one mind you surely might 
trust ine to follow the promptings of my own 
judgment. It must come very much to the 
same result. Interference does no good." 

" Yes, yes ; but you are so slow and faint- 
hearted, and people get impatient of delays. 
If you had asked Mary when Mr. Forrest 
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first fell away, you would have had a very 
fair chance of success. Now that he has got 
into tribulation, there will be a counter-cur- 
rent of feeling in his favour ; and if you wait 
until he is overwhelmed or out of the country, 
the chances will be dead against you." 

" Why, mother, I may weU be faint- 
hearted, if you show me I ought to be 
satisfied, to fill up the vacancy that would 
otherwise be shameful and intolerable 1" 

" You are so bent on misconstruction, 
George Cameron. Of course, if Mary Elton 
accepted you she could not either be miser-- 
able or disappointed; but would be right 
glad that she had been compelled to make a 
good choice at last." 

This was such an unusually flattering 
speech George had doubts of its genuine- 
ness. Was she mocking him, setting before 
his consciousness, in this oblique and cutting 
way, all his deprivations and aptness at mis- 
fortime ? That could not be ; for since his 
last crowning trouble no one could have 
shown more consistently weak, womanly 
leaning towards one so overshadowed. He 
looked at her furtively, and believed at last 
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that this imperious, unyielding dame was at 
heart as much deluded by her maternal pre- 
judices as the most demonstrative of indulgent 
mothers could be. He made a great effort to 
be amiable, but could only get half-way. 

" Why do you try to flatter me into making 
myself ridiculous ?" 

"Is it ridiculous to seek for what you 
would fain have ? Why the merest child does 
that." 

" Certainly ; but then a child always thinks 
its desires ought to be potential. I have 
come through a good section of the course 
of experience; and have always been so 
ready to dub my fellows fools, I should be 
particularly open to retributive judgment. 
But tell me, mother, what makes you think 
that Mary Elton would ever listen to any 
thing from me?" George asked, willing to 
have some excuse for laying the flattering 
unction to his soul, in spite of all his protests. 

" She comes to see me very often ; and 
though I may be wise enough in my way, I 
don't delude myself into supposing that 
young women care to read the book of . life in 
this ungarnished form, or to look so far at 
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once into their future. Then she will sit 
darning at your fine cambric frills tiU my 
eyes ache with sympathy." 

" Reasons impersonal enough for charity !" 
" I am afraid, too, that she really is fond 
of your violono." As this coup-cCetat only 
made her son laugh, Mrs. Cameron resumed 
her more natural mode of argument. "I 
never could imagine why men are so incon- 
sistent. They want positive proof that they 
have only to ask and have ; and yet they in- 
variably consider such proof most unseemly 
and impolitic. There is a way of wooing 
that would make most men irresistible ; ^ but 
they are generally bent on having their 
own way, and so do not get that which is 
most desirable. I have no doubt that you, 
for instance, would make your suit either as 
if you were a king and made for conquest, or 
as a slave and already conquered, just as your 
mood might bo ; and in either case you would 
fail with such a girl as Mary Elton. Now, 
George, reach me my knitting ; for, as Mrs. 
Poole constantly reminds me, some sedative 
is needed before one can go to sleep." 

The smile, half-amused half-self-depreca- 
tory, that played over the noble old face, as 
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she plied her needles to compose herself for 
her rest, betrayed her consciousness that she 
had exercised her managing and dictatorial ten- 
dencies rather widely ; but her son had given 
himself up so much to music and things that 
had no will of their own, it would be next to 
impossible for him to succeed, unprompted, 
with things that had a will of their own ; she 
considered, and she was probably right. 

George Cameron went to his retreat, to 
think all this over for himself. He believed 
in his mother's judgment, and even admitted 
that in many things concerning the vagaries 
of their own sex, women might be more dis- 
' criminating than men. Still, though he 
might suflfer a hint or two, he would certainly 
not be biassed by any consideration he could 
not fully endorse from experience. So he 
thought, yet he found all his reflections and 
anticipations scintillating strangely before 
this motherly view of his deserts and pros- 
pects. Any direct sign of encouragement 
from Mary he could not call to mind; but 
what could be the motive spring of his new- 
born hope — presumption it might be — if there 
had not been some latent encouragement? 
Poor, plain, rugged in character and mien, 
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despising the ordinary methods of oiling the 
wheels of existence, and eccentric to a degree, 
he knew he was ; and yet he was actually 
contemplating alliance with youth, and grace, 
and goodness ; and it was to be a love-match, 
forsooth 1 This would be foohshness in the 
extreme sense, if there were not some inspired 
power balancing the odds. It might be true, 
— his aged mother's wisdom declared it to be 
true — that love takes no account of these dis- 
abilities, that it even transfigures them ; 
making of them gracious opportunities of 
enthusiasm, self-surrender, and sacrifice, — all 
that love takes most delight in. It must be 
so, he thought, as his reflections became 
more imbued with the soft aerial tone of his 
happy mood. These inequalities and priva- 
tions are needed to make of our human 
loves reflexes of the divine charity. But 
how will this theory work from Mary's posi- 
tion ? No matter, when love holds the beam, 
how the scales are weighted. Love's finger 
is omnipotent, and its miracles are not to be 
investigated by the unbelievers. 

Cameron did not think himself into this 
state of triumph without several reverses, or 
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without the aid of the violono. He played 
between every mental pause ; and, like a too 
fond and familiar friend, played upon by the 
master's mood, it responded to his hopes and 
winged his fondest desires. His inspirations 
were tender, dream-like, and intangible. 
Children of his soul, they drew him on into 
the wildest vagaries, never deluding, but pos- 
sessing him with a spirit he could not recog- 
nize, though he must obey it as his own. 

" I may be presumptuous and wrong, and 
you know all ; and yet you answer dream 
with dream, and idle passion with airy, float- 
ing, mocking waves of harmony ! My wife 
must not be so mobile, so elusive. She must 
have her own sweet will : it may fold with 
mine, but it must be of its own essence." 

He smiled more like a happy, fortunate lover 
than a self-elected one, and caught himself 
up for the error as he placed the violono in its 
corner. Foolish and unreasonable he might 
be ; but he assured himself again and again 
that he had never anticipated such fatuity ; 
yet it was the most agreeable state of mind 
he had ever known ; it made his manhood 
rich, impetuous and grand, as if he had been 
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looked upon by a god ; and he could not fore- 
go the bliss, not at least prematurely. 

He stayed to make some arrangements for 
the work of the next day ; and as he ordered 
his shelves and looked over his accounts the 
light of happiness faded from his face, and 
the famiUar lines settled over it again. Im- 
pressionable and compliant as any other child 
of genius, his new-bom bliss could not bear 
the test of his ordinary sordid life. His 
hopes must have gone down, for he was 
leaving his room with the old signs of lonely 
care on brow and steps. He turned from 
the door again ; and taking the violono from 
its resting-place, played, " Lord, remember 
David." Now the intense moment had come, 
and he was not sufficient in himself to meet 
its sharp necessity. So long repressed, so 
without hope as not to be recognizable as 
love, his feehngs towards Mary Elton had 
hitherto scarcely coloured his life; but 
touched though ever so lightly by the warm 
southerly wind of hope, they flushed into a 
wondrously vigorous and usurping sentiment, 
its very strength revealing the weakness of 
its position, and the inadequacy of his own 
soul to meet a possible reverse. 




CHAPTER m. 

BEENAED FIELDING AND HIS SPHINX. 

'PHE attainment of his object seemed to 
George Cameron to become ever more 
desirable as he reflected upon it, and there 
was not any time to be lost. The result of 
this business upon which he had set his 
mind would influence all his future. The 
old, dreary life must be carried on to the 
end, becoming more dull and unsympathetic, 
as he would soon be left quite alone, or the 
grey monotony would give way before a 
golden aurora. His meditations created a 
beautiful home-life, whose delights widened 
and intensified, as if magically touched, and 
of course the urgency of the affair increased 
rapidly ; man's love for woman, in a certain 
stage, not being a quahty capable of the 
patience and endurance it is, after a time, 
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supposed to attain. At any rate, Mr. 
Cameron felt that he must put his fortune to 
the test, and he saw no reason for waiting 
until after this trial every one was talking 
about. In his present state of mind it 
appeared more straightforward and manly 
to go and ask Mary Elton to be his wife now, 
than to wait till Mr. Forrest had left the 
country. It would not be so much like 
stepping into a dead man's shoes. 

This strong-minded and arbitrary man made 
himself ready to go with his plea for mercy 
from the hand of a young and gentle maiden, 
with a strangely trembUng heart, . and even 
more than his usual contraction of brow. 
As he made the necessary change in his 
dress he noticed this rugged, intensive look. 
" Certainly, I am no braw wooer," he thought, 
half disposed to be cynical concerning him- 
self. However, it would be an impossible 
task to undertake to plane himself down to 
a "smooth uniformity," and perhaps as boot- 
less ; for he assured himself, were Mary as 
grey and rugged he should be just as 
thankful to win and wear her as his own. 

Soon after eight o'clock Mr. Cameron 
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went forth on his great errand ; and he was 
rather disheartened at the outset by meeting 
Bernard Fielding on the threshold. Bernard, 
too, was anxious and self-involved, and did 
not notice that he was an unwelcome ap- 
parition. 

" Is your business very urgent ? " he asked, 
scarcely pausing till the reply was given. 

"Yes, of course it is," said the intercepted 
lover, impatiently. 

" Could you give me half an hour ? I will 
not detain you longer, and I do not think any 
one needs you more than I do just now,'* 
persisted Bernard. 

Mr. Cameron took out his watch, though 
he knew the time to a minute, and re-entered 
his house in silence. 

Bernard felt much difficulty in opening his 
important errand to Mr. Cameron, though 
every aspect of it had been turned over to 
whatever light his mind could cast upon it, 
for the last two days. He was suddenly 
troubled with an extraordinary difficulty of 
expression, as inconvenient as it was unusual. 

" Do you recollect our unpleasant meeting 
at Mr. Elton's the other evening?" he asked. 
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To be sure I do. Why ? " 
It was very annoying; I have been 
thinking of it ever since. Mary must have 
been very much hurt, as well as vexed." 

"I suppose she is used to it," said 
Cameron; and then, a pause ensuing, he 
added his ordina'ry and imperative inter- 
rogation, "Why?" 

"Well, it was the first time, you know, 
she had heard of Mr. Forrest's unfortunate 
position; and then " 

Bernard hesitated, his companion seemed so 
difficult of access. He was, in fact, getting 
impatient, and this allusion to Mary's interqst 
in Mr. Forrest was particularly inappropriate. 

" Of course it would be unpleasant, but 
there is no particular interest in that direction 
now, you know," Mr. Cameron said rather 
shortly. 

"Do you think not? I have always 
fancied that the old feeling was as strong 
and tender as ever. Some natures are 
essentially true. The first love must be the 
last, because it is just a manifestation of the 
be$t and noblest that -can be conceived of. 
MilBS Elton's Mr. Forrest was the creation, 
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even more than the reflection of her own soul, 
and so, to her mind, his name can never 
be tarnished." 

"What nonsense!" Mr. Cameron ejacu- 
lated. " You allow your imagination un- 
limited licence. Miss Elton is not an 
imbecile." 

"But you don't think she will ever 
transfer her afl^ections, as this sort of in- 
fidelity is popularly translated?" 

"Why not?" asked Mr. Cameron, in his 
provoking way. 

"It would not be like her; it would be 
high treason of the most subtle sort; the 
soul's infidelity to its own sovereign, self- 
elected, self-endowed, and then foresworn !" 

"I cannot follow you," said Mr. Cameron, 
impatiently. "What does all this mean 
now? I do not suppose Miss Elton's soul 
arrogates to itself infallibility. She is young 
enough to change her standard; intelligent 
enough to have her visual angle widened." 

Bernard was getting more and more un- 
comfortable. He had hoped his sensible old 
friend would have helped him to reason 
himself out of a newly-aroused sense of 
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responsibility ; a sense Mr. Elton's tipsy 
remark would never have called forth, had it 
not been for the peculiarly forlorn and con- 
spicuous position in which his wretched 
conduct had placed his daughter. Detest- 
ing ambiguity and false positions, his natu- 
ral ingenuousness was his only resource. 
Though feeling the excessive antagonism of 
Mr. Cameron's present mood, he must sur- 
mount it by his own, perhaps for the once, 
rather strained geniality ; so he said, as 
simply as possible, " I had not the slightest 
idea she cared for me; but I suppose her 
father must think she does, or else " 

Bernard found farther progress quite im- 
possible; his own words had a strange 
artificial efiect upon his own ears, and his 
listener looked at him as if he had undergone 
some monstrous transformation. Then he 
laughed outright. 

" What earthly reason have you for thinking 
Miss Elton cares for you ?" he asked, and the 
portentous brow was lowered, and an un- 
pleasant light burned in the grey eyes of 
the stem-featured, world-worn man, as he 
questioned his youthful and well-favoured 
rival on his inappropriate idea. 
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" I have no reason at all. Did I not say 
I never thought of such a thing till her 
father suggested it?" said the young man 
modestly. 

" Fathers know nothing about these things ; 
they are always deluded about their children. 
They hedge them in with their own theories 
and Umitations, till they have them, to their 
minds, as much cut off from the external and 
undefinable, as the specimens of a naturalist. 
Besides, Mr. Elton is a fool! Is that all you 
have to say?" 

"Not quite," said Bernard, smiling, in 
spite of his discomposure, at the impetuosity 
of this reasoning. " I fancied you might 
help me to come to some conclusion, you 
are generally so quick at reading people's 
minds." 

" So you thought I could read Miss Elton's 
mind, and that I was old, and grim, and 
disinterested enough to read it, with ^fr. 
Bernard Fielding as its lord and governor ; 
and to feel complacent about it ?" 

" How very realistic you are to-night ! 
Is theviolono out of tune?" asked Bernard, 
not with the faintest tinge of irony, for the 
old violo was usually respectable enough 
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to account for anything. The master was in 
a most unnatural mood, for he replied tartly, 
" So you think I am so far beyond the pale of 
humanity as to have my idea of life de- 
pendent on the precision of the little, upright 
post of an old fiddle ! " 

His heart relented the moment after he 
had been guilty of this blasphemy against the 
soul of his violono, and Bernard was shocked. 
He had no clue to this mental disturbance, 
unless the old affection, which he had sus- 
pected long ago, was too vital to die a 
reasonable death, and was re-asserting. itself 
now. If this were the case, he had nothing 
more to say, except that he would intrude no 
longer. They had both kept on their hats 
all this time, this habit being too common at 
Framborough to be any sign of disrespect; 
but as Mr. Cameron did not seem disposed to 
leave the house in his company, and yet was 
evidently anxious to depart, Bernard said he 
would go and have a chat with the Sphynx, 
as he designated George's mother. 

" Stop a moment," cried Cameron, with 
whom reflection was always a rapid process.; 
" I am rather weighted with my own concerns. 
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but I can still spare you five minuter. What 
did you come to me for to-night?" 

Bernard turned from the door, his perfect 
temper, evident fi^om his face, and a slight 
curiosity concerning his friend inducing him 
to prolong the conversation; though he had 
discovered that he had erred in expecting help 
in a matter so purely personal as this self- 
imposed obligation. " It is rather an absurd 
afiair to be asking advice about," he said; 
" but then you know I have never been par- 
ticularly in love ; and it seems such a difficult 
matter to set about." 

" Thank heaven ! " ejaculated Mr. Cameron 
from the depths of his over-balanced soul. 
** I was afraid it was otherwise." 

Pretending not to divine anything from this 
peculiar burst of gratitude, Bernard went on, 
" At least T do not wish to set about it at 
present ; but is it expected from me now ?" 

" Certainly not ! " 

Mr. Cameron's veto sounded so like a roar 
of defiance, Bernard laughed, and took the 
stairs three at a time, delighted to find that 
a better man than he could consider himself 
might fulfil any imperious obligations, that 
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society in the person of Mary's father might 
be raising. 

Mrs. Cameron's spirits, usually equable, 
were rather high. That mysterious inter- 
communion that exists between many people 
whose Uves are passed together, must be 
clearer-sighted between a mother and her 
child. This penetration had divined some- 
thing of an unusually pleasant nature going 
on in George's mind, and she wanted tq be 
assured. 

" Have you seen my son ? " she asked, in 
reply to a different question. 

" I have just left him ; but I believe he is 
gone out. Do you want him ? " 

" Oh, no ! Was he dressed ? " she knew 
her motherly solicitude would not be mis- 
interpreted, as she added, "Did he look 
happy ? " 

"Yes, in his best," said Bernard gaily; and 
he looks young and handsome almost. His 
manner is full of a divine purpose; and 
he seems certain of accomplishing his pur- 
pose triumphantly." 

Mrs. Cameron smiled, " I am glad you 
think so," she replied. " You ought to be 
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something of a prophet, for you are something 
of a poet. But why do you think this of my son 
to-night ? He has not told you anything ?" 

" His eyes are lighted as if some angol had 
looked into them." 

" Ah I Now you are going beyond oven 
my maternal credulity. You know I do not 
beliqve in angels." 

The old lady, with all her peculiarities, could 
always talk with Bernard more freely than 
with George, because age, if lived up to 
properly, has a more delicate perception, and 
does not permit so many distractions as must 
surround a man in middle life. She and 
Bernard were nearer to the source of inspira- 
tion, though her face, being turned towards 
the mount of visions, was the more di- 
vinely illuminated. The light and freedom 
of his mind were particularly grateful to 
her; the precision and sternness of her own 
clear intellect having fair play without any 
painful recoil. Bernard, too, felt privileged 
aud brightened in the presence of this calm, 
self-contained sphynx, who he believed was 
1^1 the way to solve many secrets, if she would 
turn those thought-freighted eyes steadfastly 
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towards the spirit-realm, instead of bestowing 
too much consideration upon the men and 
things of the present. For his poetic soul 
was often invaded by keen-edged questions 
and arrowy aspirations ; and though he could 
lull it into ease and sweet contemplative con- 
tentment by his music and his verses, it 
was essentially a wakefiil and a craving soul, 
or it would have been no power. With him, 
however, music and poetry were the resources 
of his nature as well as the expression ; while 
she, being neither poet nor musician, but 
having abundance of energy and heart, . 
could not help being interested in the people 
and occupations of the present. He was 
delighted if he could get her into what he 
called a prophetic mood. 

*' But why do you not believe in angels ? '* 
he asked. 
^ " Because I never saw either man, woman, 
or child who could develope into anything 
so deficient in human characteristics, so ab- 
normally beautiful." 

" When I was a child I always had a 
peculiar reverence for the white fleecy clouds 
that heap themselves together with such 
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still, mysterious grandeur ; for I fancied that 
they were the resting-places of the angels. 
Their wings must get tired with bearing up 
such smoothly-rounded nerveless limbs, you 
know," said Bernard. "But of course I 
soon learned that the angels our childhood 
accepts so readily, are made so welcome and 
beautiful, that aspiration and service may be 
fieiir realities to us, materialized as wo must 
be for the present." 

" I would rather that people talked and 
wrote about the humanities. Let us leave 
the angels till we are fitly introduced into 
such high company," Mrs. Cameron rejoined, 
with her acute smile. How much do you 
musicians know?" 

" Ah, you are deriding us musicians now ! 
I admit there has always been an irresistible 
attraction to composers in the conception of 
these beings, that are supposed to float 
between the boundaries of earth and heaven ; 
uausic itself being affianced to neither world, 
but having its points of contact with earth and 
heaven." 

**I am no musician," Mrs. Cameron 
exclaimed, with a decision that implied 



48 ONLY EVE. 

much thankfulness therefor. " Still I do not 
doubt that music, like any other art, might 
help the world we live in, if those who make 
it their business would keep to what is rea- 
sonably sensible. I daresay it is better even 
for men than card-playing is for women. We 
have this advantage, however ; our cards do 
not confuse our brains, but leave us at 
liberty to think and act between whiles. 
You cannot all say as much of your doings." 

Bernard knew her vein of irony : she was 
used to satirize herself as well as her son. 

" Well, I trust your chief cause of com- 
plaint against music will be removed very 
soon," he said. " I only hope the violono 
will not be consigned to a living tomb. 
Mary is judicious as well as faithftd, or I 
should fear." Then he told of George's 
treason against the old viol. 

Mrs. Cameron looked from her knitting 
earnestly into Bernard's face, "You are 
assured of his present mission, then, and of 
his success?" 

" I should think Mr. Cameron has only to 
make up his mind to an undertaking to suc- 
ceed," Bernard replied honestly as hopefully. 
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**You comfort me: I was rather afraid 
I might be flattering myself. For do you 
know, since I became so indisposed to leave 
my room, I have fancied a keener insight into 
other people's minds has been given me ; and 
though I have tried hard to bring poor 
George up to the crucial point, and have no 
doubt about his feelings, Mary has never 
come within my sphere. We love each other, 
but that is all ; we do not trust.. I could not 
bear, to leave him without knowing that he 
had tried bravely for the prize he longs for ; 
and yet to know that he has tried and failed 
would be a bad ending for me. I am ashamed 
of this want of faith ; but so it is." 

" Heaven forbid that he should fail I" Ber- 
nard exclaimed fervently. 

* * Bernard, how comes it you have never 
cared to try for the pretty, gentle-tempered 
little maid yourself?" Mrs. Cameron asked, 
with the natural feeling that her son's desire 
must be an universal one. 

"I don't expect ever to care for any one, 
except my mother and my muse." 

" But, my boy, your mother cannot live for 
ever. To be sure she is twenty years 
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younger tlian I am; but I am exceptionally- 
old to be in this world. I should think she 
would like to see you married ; a man is so 
helpless and desolate if he has himself wholly 
on his own hands ; and music and poetry 
are only well when every thing else is right." 
"I must be an exception to the rule 
that prevails amongst men ; for I can 
keep the house and fill it with company as 
well as any woman. Miss Serle says she 
would rather visit us than any people she 
knows," said Bernard. Then he had to 
get over a blush Mrs. Cameron's sugges- 
tive smile called over his face. " Oh, there 
is nothing in that," he added quickly. 
" Seriously, I don't think my mother would 
like to be superseded ; and I have not even 
the moral reason for choosing one parti- 
cular love ; for instead of beginning at the 
beginning, as philosophers say we must, 
and loving from the maiden to the race 
through all the stages, I am already at the 
end, and cannot submit my soul to any such 
retrograde process as selecting an individual. 
Probably I shall die first. I have always 
thought that would be better." 
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This was rather a favourite notion of UtT- 
nard's. Gifted, gracious, beloved, and happy, 
he yet liked to think that he had ripened ]>re- 
maturely, and that there was not suHicic'iit 
of the earth element about him to detain liiiii 
for the ordinary process of existence. 

**That is selfish and sentimental," said 

Mrs. Cameron, who was aware of tliis little* 

weakness in her young friend's cliaractor, 

and who did not approve of leaving a 

weakness to become chronic. " To be sure, 

you may die early; one cannot fathom the 

designs of Providence even concerning our- 

flelves ; but if you do, depend upon it you 

will have to go through the regular course^ 

of development somewhere. As certainly as 

you would be ashamed to go as a man amon.n^st 

men, with the flexible rounded limbs and facili* 

smile of childhood, you would feel out of 

place amongst the purified ones, if your 

spirit had had no probationary chrism from 

human joys and sorrows. But I need not. 

preach ; you will know all for yourself in a 

few years, my poor Bernard. When your soul 

set about gathering to itself the noedt'ul 

material for its appearance here, it was a 

E 2 
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bright and fastidious little soul to begin with, 
and would only grasp and conquer of the 
best ; and so it will continue : all its appliances 
must be of the best and fairest ; so it is a 
question of time, and will be none the easier 
to solve when the time does come, as come 
it surely will, unless — Bernard, did you ever 
care for my little Susan ? " 

Mrs. Cameron's eyes were full of love and 
pity as they met the beautiful, truthful ones 
of her young friend. 

" I ought to go now, for I am the second 
great demand that society has made upon 
you to-day," said Bernard evasively. " Miss 
Elton told me that Mr. Peeke had been to 
see you, and stayed more than an hour." 

Mrs. Cameron's antagonistic expression 
usurped the place of the clear sphynx-like 
wisdom. " Yes ; he had heard of the meeting 
of the whist-club here, and thought it his duty 
to come and expostulate. Indeed he used 
some very strong language ; and I am afraid 
I didn't control myself as I ought to do, with 
one foot in the grave. I never could bear 
much interference, and one does not mend 
in that respect, with age." 
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**Wliy should he wish to interfere with 
the only little amusement you have ? You 
have neglected no duty, and your play has 
never been deep enough for those clubs and 
spades to hurt your soul." 

" Perhaps not, but he put the case forcibly, 
reminding me in flattering terms that I, 
being a city set on a hill, caused my baleful 
light to shine for the beguilement of many, 
and that weaker and more responsible sisters 
or mothers fell in consequence. He meant 
well, and was right in fact, but those scrip- 
tural illustrations, so misapplied, always make 
me rebellious, and I asked him what women 
were to do when age and infirmities had 
made books and work impossible ; and when 
he said there are conversation and knitting 
always at hand, I so far forgot my sex as to 
advise him to try what he could do with 
Framborough gossip and a solitary stocking. 
" Listen, Bernard 1" she exclaimed, dropping 
her work and looking grave. ^' That is 
George's step : how heavy and hopeless it 
sounds." 

The heavy, hopeless footsteps ascended the 
warehouse stairs, and the door was shut; 
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but presently the tones of the violono stole 
through. 

" That's no psDan," said Bernard. 

Mrs. Cameron looked as if the burdens of 
a decade of time had suddenly fallen upon 
her. Soul and body seemed to shiver and 
sufier for another's sake. " God is trying 
me sorely at the last/' she exclaimed, seem- 
ing to forget she was not alone. " I wish I 
had been more tender towards the boy. Poor 
George 1 " 

Bernard went away silently. His little 
love-dream, brief and immature though it 
had been, had made him understand and feel 
for more complicated natures. 




CHAPTER IV. 

A NEW WOOEE FOR MARY. 

Tis the meantime George Cameron had been 
solving for himself the great question of 
his life ; for with him the particular indi- 
vidual love was as essential to the well-being 
of his soul as music and poetry and the 
universal charity were to Bernard's. The 
little cloud which had been scarcely recog- 
nized in his horizon as more than a film of 
vapoury light, had spread and condensed till 
all his heaven was overshadowed ; and he 
must know without delay whether it was to 
be a beneficent cloud to dispense its blessings 
over his life, or to hang there sullen and 
darkening for ever. He had no misgivings 
when he closed his door and went down the 
street to put his fate to the test ; for though 
neither self-complacent nor vain, he was a 
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sanguine-tempered man, and could generally 
see a favourable issue to any great desire. 
Besides, he was going to oflFer the best of 
all possessions, the love of a strong, loyal 
heart, and the devotion of a life ; and with 
his grand idea of love as of the very essence 
of the divine charity, why should he tremble ? 
He had been to see Mary nearly every night 
during the last few weeks, to take her any 
little news, as he had promised; and each 
time he had felt quite free from doubt ; for 
though he had never ventured upon a per- 
sonal interest, and had not changed the 
manner of their old friendship, her eyes hid 
brightened as he went in, and she had seemed 
contented by his presence. He was as sure 
there was nothing insincere in Mary as te 
was of himself. 

There would inevitably be a difference in 
the lover's bearing as he stood at last before 
the beloved one, with that most momentous 
question in his eyes, and Mary felt it in- 
stantly. She was incapable of trifling, and 
dissimulation was as difficult; but she had 
great power over herself, and this self-com- 
mand had been strengthened and developed 
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into tact and resource by the trials of lier 
existence, every day. With the quick per- 
ception of the crisis at hand, she decided 
upon what was to be done. Strongly as she 
had felt the necessity of guarding the futile 
fidelity of her affection for Mr. Forrest from 
every eye, now she must declare it, or her 
want of ingenuousness would be mere selfish 
pride, and compromise another. Without 
waiting a moment for Mr. Cameron's mission 
to declare itself, she told him as steadily as 
possible, though with much confusion, that she 
had made up her mind to be present at the 
trial which was to take place in the following 
week. " You will perhaps wonder," she 
said, " why I should concern myself so much 
with this affair, but, you know, I was en- 
gaged to Mr. Forrest; and I cannot forget 
or cease to feel that his honour is as dear to 
me as it can be to himself — dearer than all 
the world beside." 

She felt the recoil with which Mr. Cameron 
heard this declaration. Though they had 
talked about Mr. Forrest and his ambiguous 
position so many times, he had never sup- 
posed that her interest had been so deep and 
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sustained. All at onc^ the shadow was lifted, 
and he shuddered in the cold, bare certainty 
that he and his love were nothing to Mary 
Elton in comparison with Frederick Forrest 
and his indiflference. Her look and manner, 
perhaps more than her words, convinced him 
that this was the fact to be educed ; for she 
met his glance of anxious appeal with eyes that 
filled with tears, and her voice touched his 
heart with its pathos. Yet he would not accept 
his misery, for it seemed to him that more than 
life depended upon the result of his suit. 

"Mr. Forrest's position is a trying one, 
but he could clear himself if he chose, at 
least of this difficulty," he said, rather 
bitterly. " There are people worse off than 
he is, whose ill-fortune is no fault of their 
own. But mind, I don't say that he is to 
be blamed in this matter : he thinks he must 
not clear himself," Cameron added, and 
then impetuously checked himself, for the 
ground was tender under his feet, and the 
temptation to say the word that might firee 
him from this rival was strong for the 
moment ; and he knew it was in his power to 
say that word. 
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" I don't think I understand you : there 
can be no diflficulty in denying this false 
charge. It is a taint upon his honour in his 
own eyes, no doubt ; but it can do him no 
harm, and makes no diflFerence in his friends' 
estimate of him," said Mary. "You think 
none the worse of him, Mr. Cameron, because 
of this misfortune, and we may judge of 
others by ourselves," she continued, speaking 
more earnestly as no response was made, 
and she wished to make her point clear. 

" No, I think none the worse of him, per- 
haps rather better indeed ; and if I were as 
free a believer in an impending providence as 
he is, I should be thankful that the deeds 
done in the body should get themselves so 
summarily avenged. As it is, I can only be 
conscious that it is as useless to try to break 
the chain that binds some men to a low and 
lonely life, as it is to interrupt the laws of 
cause and eflFect." 

Poor Cameron's wooing was taking a 
strange turn : he was aware of his inapti- 
tude; but the disappointment had come so 
suddenly, and in such an untoward way. 
He would take no unworthy advantage of 
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Forrest, even to further this great interest, 
but the trial was not the less a hard one; 
and the natural irritability of his temper was 
returning with the withdrawal of the hope 
which had made life seem so gracious for the 
last few weeks. 

Mary's heart swelled. She could say no- 
thing, for she had no comfort to give. She 
looked at the lined and agitated face before 
her, at the noble head, silvering fast under 
the power of an overwrought soul, and all 
the respect and affection of her life intensi- 
fied, till she almost longed to be able to be 
the one restoring charm and solace; but she, 
knew also that Cameron would now as un- 
wilhngly receive a mere offering of sympathy 
as she would give a delusive hope. Though 
unable to account for the undying sentiment 
that still bound her, there it was; and she 
could not reason with her heart. 

A drowning man may catch at a straw, but 
a noble and true-hearted man sees not even 
a straw to catch at, if the woman he would 
wed can simply give him pity for his love. 
He knew Mary too well, not to be certain 
that he had deceived himself ; and that she 
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was perfectly ingenuous, and free from the 
selfish vanity that would encourage a vain 
courtship; but Cameron had no false pride, 
and where ho loved he could surely trust; so, 
though there was nothing to be hoped for, he 
would tell her what his hope had been. 
" You were so young when you became en- 
gaged to Forrest, is it not possible that you 
deceived yourself?*' he asked. " If you were 
to think it all over, might you not find that 
you too were mistaken ?" 

" I have never thought so yet ; and every 
day is so filled up with thinking and doing 
for other people, there is no time to change ; 
and indeed, if this one little selfish happiness, 
the memory of the old happiness, were taken 
away, my life would be very hard and dreary," 
said Mary. 

"But people change their god, Mary, 
more than once," persisted Cameron. " You 
were scarcely twenty, were you? There 
must be time to change. Tell me I may 
wait." 

" People do not change their god till they 
have discovered something amiss in their pre- 
sent one. It is I who have been found 
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wanting, you know," she said, with such a 
sweet, modest simplicity, that Cameron desired 
more than ever to have the right to worship 
what the other had resigned. 

He knew love was proof against argument, 
but he could not resist saying, "I don't think 
love ought to outlast faith in goodness; I 
mean such love as we are talking about. 
Our souls are too poor and dependent to 
assume the divine prerogatives." 

Mary wished to explain that with her, love 
was not assuming to outlast faith. She had 
not changed, and had neither opportunity 
nor inclination to attempt to change. With 
imaginative natures, especially if there be the 
glow of enthusiasm, constancy is not a virtue, 
it is simply a consequence. These people 
love their own ideal, and invest their idol 
with untold graces : they may meet with 
small consideration in return ; but what has 
reciprocity to do with this soul worship? 
Perhaps the grand disregard, the supreme 
indifference, has some part in the infatuation 
or reverence, as they would call their feeling. 
She understood it all for her own part, and 
was satisfied to keep to her allegiance. Mr. 
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Cameron might think her foolish, but if he 
would understand her, he too might bo satis- 
fied. 

" Every one cannot bo happy," she said, 
"but we can get used to anything, except 
having to think evil of our friends ; and just 
because a man is made by circumstances to 
change his intentions, there can be no need 
for thinking evil of him." 

Mr. Cameron had called Mr. Forrest a 
scoundrel and a sneak many times, and he 
could scarcely now restrain these opprobrious 
epithets. 

Seeing the angry look, Mary began the 
explanation, that seemed imperative. "Do 
you remember the happy evenings we used 
to spend when Susan was alive, and we were 
all young people ?" she asked. 

" No, I never was young," he interrupted, 
not caring for the retrospect. 

Mary smiled sadly. "You would be young 
now if your sisters had lived ; and I some- 
times think Bernard would have been dif- 
ferent. I have a fancy that Susan took his 
human heart away with her, and perhaps left 
him hers, which had communed with the 
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angels. You know how clever Susan was, 
so mucli before me, though I was the elder ; 
and she and Bernard used to write little 
poems and songs, which you were proud of, 
and for which you .composed musical accom- 
paniments. There is one," she said, taking 
a piece of music from her folio. " We had been 
talking about inconstancy; and did not see 
vice in it, even then." 

" I remember; Mr. Forrest was the herp," 
said Cameron sardonically. 

She assented with a look. 

** He had been jilting his cousin that time, 
I think, though perhaps that was no great 
matter." 

She took no notice of this Uttle stiletto 
touch, but remarked, as she glanced over the 
song, " I have proved to be the Uttle wayside 
weed that has its place by the dusty, busy path 
of everyday life. It would be worse than 
useless in a gay garden, and I am content." 

Her smile was rather sad, but gentle and pa- 
tient enough, but his grotesque humour broke 
through. " I suppose, then, I am the monk's 
hood in the maid's garden. Shall I go ?" 

"Yes," she repUed. 
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They both knew how much was implied : 
they must yield to the inevitable. 

Mr. Cameron lifted liis hat and was going 
away without another word, when ho turned 
from the door suddenly, to see the pitiful look 
that was following him; and though it was 
too pitiful to have any comfort for him, it 
induced him to say, " I have never changed, 
and never shall change; and I can have 
patience if you will promise to let me know 
if you ever see any virtue in fidelity." 

Mrs. Cameron kept a long, anxious watch 
that night, hoping her son might come to 
her, and fearing to meet him in his disap- 
pointment if he did, until she heard him 
leave his music-room and ascend the stairs. 
He passed her door, but she called him, and 
he came. Lifting her knitting, she worked 
nervously and with a trembling hand as she 
said, " I would depart to-morrow, and with a 
vast content, could I but see you and Mary 
Elton hand-in-hand. This may not seom 
to be saying much, considering how long I 
have been here and how many have gone 
before; nevertheless, it is hard to go with 
this yearning for my one, lonely son. I know 

VOL. in. F 
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what loneliness means; and it makes me 
more loath than is seemly to go my way, 
leaving thee, George Cameron, without a soul 
to look to when I am gone. Is it all over, 
then?" 

George might have resented even such an 
address as this, and have refused the comfort 
that was meant, if he had not perceived the 
shadow the great future had already cast 
over his aged mother's form and face. That 
softened him, and he answered, gently enough, 
"Ay, mother." 

"You have asked her, then, in so many 
words, to be thy wedded wife ; and she has 
said thee nay?" 

She had to speak in a louder tone than 
seemed consistent; and she looked shy and 
donscious, as if aware her question was 
scarcely a fitting one. 

"As near as might be," he answered 
moodily. 

" And are you satisfied ?" 

George thought the manner of this ques- 
tion implied a doubt of his sincerity or 
diplomacy in making love ; and he responded 
ungraciously, "What would you have, mother? 
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A man can't make a woman love him. Wliy, 
every one knows, the more he tries the farther 
he is from his aim." 

" Is that really the case with Mary Elton ? 
If you mean to tell me that she disUkes you, 
I will say no more about her ; but I should 
never have supposed she was such a little 
goose." 

"You need not suppose that," he replied 
shortly. " There are siu*ely some degrees 
between disliking a man and loving him ! 
And now what of the assizes to-morrow? 
shall you be able to go if I hire a coach ? I 
think you must." 
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CHAPTER V. 



A singer's home. 



'PHB new home, opened under Mrs. Bray's 
generalship, and in which Eve was so 
important a consideration, was externally one 
of the miUion — a single house, with two 
pretty good rooms in front and two or three 
dreary little ones at the back. The inmates 
of these houses usually choose the dreary 
back rooms for the ordinary purposes of life, 
keeping the one comfortable, up-stairs room 
for show, or no purpose at all. This house, 
being situated in the locahty known in 
London as rather unsubstantial, had perhaps 
a purpose to answer in submitting much to 
appearances ; for there the professors of the 
fine arts chiefly congregate, and, having to 
grind their souls to make their bread, a good 
exterior has its price. As Eve had been 
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brouglit up in a similar home, she had no 
disenchantments to pass through, no refined 
sentiments to be outraged, as she saw how 
men will trifle with their grand talents : here, 
a lazy Epicurean wrapping his sublime gift in 
the napkin of his sensualism ; and, again, a 
niggard, throwing his in with the lot of the 
most sordid of money-makers. She had not 
to learn now for the first time how the world 
can fall into raptures over a sublime work, 
and applaud or crown its favourites in an 
auspicious moment, and then go on with the 
most luxurious of destinies, heedless whether 
its idol has even a niche in which to rest. 
But she saw these things with another light 
thrown upon them, and was not so indifferent 
to genius, with its delicate, high, or tragic 
powers, as she might have remained had she 
never known George Cameron or the Series. 
Eve was not too well satisfied with the 
change ; and if she had known that Mrs. Bray 
was to be of the household, she would have 
tried to have reduced Mr. Serle to a less 
demonstrative item, and have remained in his 
more congenial home. Having taken herself 
off in a saucy humour, and thinking it would 
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be nice to . be mistress of her mother and 
herself, she was not at liberty at present to 
retract. He had procured a good engage- 
ment for her, and took care that she should 
do pretty well if she tried ; and she did try ; 
still, however, fully behoving all the flattering 
things he had said, and fancying that he could 
not hve for long without his pretty, piquante 
little queen. He would certainly come for 
her some day, and she would as certainly 
make binding stipulations and go back to 
Dinorah. The petting and caressing she 
received from her mother, who was so thank- 
ful to have her as her very own, and from 
Mrs. Bray, who knew her value, were not all 
in all. Much as she had been neglected and 
trifled with, something in her turned naturally 
towards the light; and, for any thing she 
knew to the contrary, the Series, though 
very odd, were refined and honest; and she 
never had to meet such questionable people 
as those, who did not appear to have much 
regard for a conge now. There was no lack 
of admiration ; but she did not care for it : 
perhaps she was fastidious, knowing full well 
that she was worthy of admiration. The 
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aesthetic old master and the brilUant new one 
had spoiled her for this, which she con- 
temptuously called '' barrel-orji^an " homage. 
There was opportimity for lassitude and dull- 
ness. It was heavy work to have to prac- 
tise and dress with no more appreciative 
company than those two insipid and easily- 
pleased women ; and she was beginning to 
wonder what was the meaning of that aching, 
longing void that was usurping the place she 
used to think her own heart filled, when Will 
Fletcher joined the httle family. 

Will very soon became almost as consider- 
able a personage as was the young bread- 
winner herself. He had always been a 
favourite with his aunt, and had made the 
old farm-house much more cheerful to her 
than the captain had been able to do ; and 
Mrs. Bray took kindly to him. She liked 
the idea o£ a man being about, she said, it 
made them feel more respectable; while to 
Eve he was a very useful antidote against 
en/md. He had been the bearer of the un- 
comfortable tidings concerning Captain Jones' 
difficulties — tidings not altogether out of 
human probabilities, and therefore not too 
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desolating. So a place seemed to be ready- 
made for him; . and, though it was a novel 
one, he adapted himself pretty well to that 
fag-end existence which must belong to the 
one male exponent of a feminine administra- 
tion. 

This lawless young fellow, whose tendencies 
were not vicious by any means, but whose 
character and position were worse than ques- 
tionable from sheer inabiUty to fit into the 
space to which he had somehow got ap- 
pointed, would certainly not have adapted 
himself to this narrow sphere if he had not 
been spell-bound. The gay, garish nights 
spent at theatres and opera-houses, amongst 
bright, laughter-loving or sentimental people, 
with his gifted cousin as his own special pro- 
perty and charge, compensated for the tire- 
some days spent in the narrow city house, 
and filled up with a most heterogeneous 
medley of occupation, which his patronesses 
called business. The magnetic power under 
which he now lived, as if out of himself, had 
drawn him in some mysterious way from his 
freedom and obscurity, to this great city 
wilderness under its own despotic influence. 
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and bound him so completely that lie had no 
longer any separate existence or responsi- 
bility concerning liimself. For some time it 
was enough for him to be; but love lias cer- 
tain tendencies so demonstrative and petulant 
it will precipitate events, though they may 
prove all wrong and self-destroying. 

Though Eve was neither unsophisticated 
nor dull, she took no notice of these world- 
old signs that have a new manifestation for 
every soul, and yet never mislead. She 
behaved just as she had always done to- 
wards Will, except that her ways were more 
refined and womanly. She teased him when 
she was tired of everything else, advised when 
her mood was moralizing, and petted him 
like an elder sister when it was affectionate ; 
but she was always easy, attainable, and 
charming, and yet so far away. 

They were coming home together in a cab 
after a concert. Will generally took his seat 
humbly with the driver ; but it rained, and 
Eve had told him he need not get wet through 
unless he liked. It was always a struggle to 
the lad, with his simple, country experience, 
to get the young singer clear from the crowd. 
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and he armed his smooth, rosy countenance 
with grotesque terrors, which had any effect 
but the one intended. He got laughed at 
and derided ; but he triumphed, carrying off 
his charge from the ring of officious, self- 
appointed cavaliers — it must be granted, with 
the connivance of the discreet, maidenly Eve 
herself, whose ideas of what was due to a 
prima donna did not accord with the irregu- 
lar attentions of gentlemen of the side-door 
habits. 

Will threw himself back with a demonstra- 
tive sigh, and then said, with the fervour of 
experience, " I used to think I should like to 
be a knight, to have nothing to do but ride 
about and dehver beautiful and distressed 
damsels; but, by Jove, it's hard work !" 

Eve laughed merrily. " You don't answer 
to my idea of a knight," she said. " That 
look of angry desperation you put on when 
any one speaks to me does not agree with 
your face ; you will have to grow gaunt and 
grim. 

" That will come soon enough. You cannot 
spare me a corner of a looking-glass ; but I . 
know how thin I am getting, and I feel my 
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eyes are becoming hollow and frightfully 
anxious-looking. But, Eve, you are astound- 
ing ! What wonderful things girls are ! Such 
a little time ago, you had only one short, old 
frock, and long arms and thin neck, and 
stragghng hair, and eyes — w^ell, they were 
always beautiful, to be sure, but they had 
nothing of this light in them — that is not like 
anything else on earth, or in heaven, for that 
matter." 

" Why, Will, you are getting as bad as 
Mr. Serle ! I shall have to put you out of 
the cab," said Eve. 

" I knew you long before Mr. Serle did ; 
and, you know, if it had not been for that 
dress I got for you, ho would never have 
taken any notice of you." 

Long ago Eve had become ashamed of the 
way in which that dress had become hers ; 
and she had supposed that Will must have 
the same feeling about it. On the contrary, 
he was seeming rather proud of his part in the 
affair. It was time he was put right, so she 
said, " Many and many a time I have wished 
I had never had that dress. Every time I 
think of it. my cheeks burn, and Miss Elton 
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comes before my eyes. What must she think 
of me ? for of course she would recognize it ! " 
Her cousin was silent for a few minutes, 
then he said, "It was the cause of all 
my misfortunes, you know; but I never 
was ashamed before, because it was for you. 
To be sure, it was not pleasant to be found 
out ; and when old Elton called me a rogue 
and dismissed me, I felt as bad as any fellow 
could do. I declared I would pay him off 
for that, and I did ; but that ended badly 
enough, and drove me mad. Yes, it was 
the ruin of Elton and poor Grroves and me ; 
so it is only right and just that somebody 
should profit by it." 

"It is no good thinking of these things," 
said Eve pensively; "that is, if you don't 
mean to mend them." 

" How could I mend them ? I could not 
bring Groves to life again ; and Mr. Elton 
ought to have understood the laws of nature 
better. It was a judgment on him." 

" Sometimes I have thought it would have 
been better to have told Mr. Cameron all," 
said Eve. 

" Why, that would have exposed you, child. 
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You always said they would turn you out of 
doors if they knew." 

" Yes, I could not have borne it then ; but 
now I often think it is better to let things 
alone. I mean not to go wrong for the sake 
of getting on fast. We might have been 
just as forward/' Eve said. Her mind, quick 
to apprehend, had dwelt much on their youth- 
ful error ; and though she said it was for no 
good, the unpleasant reflection had been a 
strong impulse, and probably a restraining 
power too. 

" It may be so with girls," Will replied. 
" They seem to come out, like flowers, of their 
. own accord and without any trouble." 

There was a pause for a short time. These 
two young things, pushed into a tempting 
world, and left to make out all the great 
problems that insist upon being made out, 
and that seem all the more urgent even while 
there is but little wisdom and much passion, 
were Ukely to get bewildered. Neither in- 
tended to go wrong ; but if the right were 
found and followed, it must be after a painful 
experience, through many by-paths. 

"I say. Eve," Will added more brightly, 
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" I sometimes think you will turn out a great 
person ; not through, your singing, you know, 
because that is certain ; but a real, born 
lady." 

"Very likely," said Eve quietly; "but 
why?" 

" Well, I don't think you are like one of 
us. Perhaps Aunt Sophy had you given to 
her by somebody. They do that sort of thing 
in London." 

"I should not wonder," Eve remarked, 
with perfect simplicity. There had not been 
much in her home-life for her heart to cling 
to; and there is enough that is wonderful 
and grandly exciting in life, to make a youth- 
ful spirit in readiness for any romantic de- 
velopment. "Still, I believe • mamma is my 
own mother ; but " Eve paused. 

"Well?" 

" There is one thing we never talk about; 
and it seems so unnatural. I have never 
mentioned it to you." 

" I expect there are a great many things ' 
you have never mentioned to me. Do you 
mean a lover ?" Will asked, his heart beating 
very fast. 
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"Don't speak of lovers, pray; I detest 
them ! I mean my father. I never heard of 
him. I used to try to make mamma talk of 
him when I was a little girl, but she was 
always so strange and disagiveable, 1 gave 
it up. Only I hate myself when I think of 
it." 

" He might have died," said Will. '' I am 
sure you need not hate yourself." 

" People rather like talking about their 
dead husbands. Mrs. Poole used to run on 
about her ' dear Poole ' while she was shuffling 
her cards ; and even Mrs. Cameron did not 
seem to mind much. Did you never hear 
Uncle Dan speak of him?" 

"Never; but this counts one to what I 
have just said. You may not belong to 
Aunt Sophy; and some grand person may 
want you when it is known how clover and 
handsome you are. However, I suppose it 
will never signify much to me." 

" I should not go to any one, most likely. 
I have made up my mind what to do, on 
certain conditions," said Eve. 

" I am such a miserably unfortunate young 
fellow ! " Will exclaimed, in a tone as do- 
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spending as were his words. " No one can 
ever care for a scampish thing hke me. I 
am always getting between the two chairs 
and coming to the ground." 

" You need not be either miserable or un- 
fortunate any longer ; no one need if they 
have a proper spirit. I used to think every 
thing went against me ; but I thought a 
great deal, and tried to make out what was 
to be done, and then did it ; and see what it 
has come to," said Eve, with very pardon- 
able self-complacency. 

"Dear, beautiful Eve!" Will exclaimed, 
too suddenly and transcendently happy to 
say any more. He was lifted all at once 
from the dismal swamp of despairing love 
and set on the sunny, flowery hill of hope ; 
for he had but one desire, one idea left about 
life and happiness, and Eve was telling him 
that only spirit was wanting to attain what- 
ever the life needed. It should never be that 
he must fail through a deficiency of spirit. 

His elation was but momentary, for Eve 
continued, in bUssful ignorance of his pre- 
sumption, " I have a capital scheme in my 
head for you. I will ask Mr. Serle to make 
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you his valet. I am sure lio mil take you 
if I ask liim, and if you will be attentive 
to his little wliims ; and it is such a nice, com- 
fortable place I It will be much better than 
hanging on to mamma and Mrs. Bray." 

Eve could not see the effect of her pro- 
posal on poor Will, who was more completely 
crushed than he had ever been in all his 
suppressed existence. Eve was prosperous 
and happy, and certainly deserved to be so ; 
but she need not insult her loss fortunate 
companion, he thought ; and his spirit rose, 
overpowering his discretion. 

" I did not know that I was hanging on 
any body. It certainly seemed to me that 
I must be of some use, sent about all day 
all over London, as I am, by a set of women, 
and worried to death at night by a set of 
lounging fellows who can do nothing but 
open their mouths. To tell you the truth. 
Madam Eve, I have plenty of money to keep 
myself," he said, angrily. 

Eve was startled; not by Will's anger, 
but by the thought that if he had money it 
could not have been fairly obtained ; and 
she knew how loosely he and principle were 
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attached to each other. The fact that her 
own principles had gone through some modi- 
fications made her suspiciously clear-sighted. 
She must find out what he meant; he was 
never very diflBcult to manage under her hand. 

"How you have altered!" she said, as 
indifferently as possible. " You used to be 
so trusting and pleasant; even when you 
were in disgrace no one could say you 
were churhsh ; and now you not only grudge 
giving me your help, but actually suspect 
us of thinking much of your keep ! Just as 
if artists, musicians especially, were not 
ready to share their best always with their 
friends !" 

" I don't see why you should be advising 
me to go into service," he said. " I should 
have thought if I had been any help to you 
I might have been left to give it in peace. 
You know I hate the Series." 

" Hate the Series ! why what harm have 
they done you ? " 

" They took you fi:om Framborough ; and 
I did not think the town worth stopping in, 
and so went to hve with Captain Jones ; and 
he got me into worse trouble than ever." 
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" Well, I think if I were a grown-up man 
I should not talk about anybody gettiu}}^ uw. 
into trouble, nor let thoni do it either. It 
seems to me much more honourable to niaki» 
out yoiu* own way, and to keep to it, than to 
have whiskers even," said Eve. "But tdl 
me how Captain Jones got you into trouljlr, 
Will. Surely you are safe enougli ? " 

" I don't know that. It is not easy for a 
young fellow to faike care of himself if men 
and girls, and even horses, go dead against 
him," Will replied, so much mollified by 
Eve's interest in him, and recognition of his 
■whiskers, as to be ready to resume his old 
state of confidingness. 

" Don't go off into absurdities now ; we 
shall be at home directly, and I shall never 
sleep under all this mystery. They can 
bring nothing against you, can they ? " 

Her tone was too gentle to be resisted ; 
and Will told her that he had a purse of 
money in his possession, at least he kncnv 
where it was concealed, and he had stronj^f 
suspicions that it was money that would brinjr 
trouble. 

" I told you all about the arrest of the 
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captain, you know," lie added, " but I never 
told any one, except Kitty, that I found a 
purse with a great deal of money in it, in a 
secret pocket in the saddle of his wonderful 
black horse." 

" Are you sure, or only making it out as 
you go on?" Eve asked, doubtingly; this 
story seeming more like a romance of his own 
creating than a matter of fact, used as she 
was to the unreal. 

"I tell you Kitty knows all about it; 
and no one gammons her. It's true." 

" Of course you will give it back to the 
captain when he is acquitted ? It is nothing to 
you," Eve exclaimed, not believing yet in the 
guilt of her mother's husband. 

" Is a fellow always to be thought meanly 
of, because he once made off with a flimsy 
gown ?" Will asked, indignantly. " Have I 
not told you I left it with Kitty on purpose 
that it might be safe ? " 

" No, you did not tell me that, but I am 
glad; only it must be uncomfortable for 
Kitty. As mamma is Captain Jones's wife, 
I think she might be told about it." 

" Oh, if you tell Aunt Sophy there will be 
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no peace till Mrs. Bray gets hold of it ; and 
then what will the captain say to me ? But 
wait till you hear the rest. There is no end 
of talk at Frainborough about that purse ; 
and the squire at Wyckam is in trouble over 
it. They say he knows where it is and will 
have to produce it. The towns people talked 
about it before I left ; and I had a letter two 
days ago that says it will be the ruin of 
him." 

** Mr. Forrest ! " Eve exclaimed. " Wliat 
on earth has he to do with Captain Jones or 
his money?" 

" Whys and wherefores are not of much 
consequence when a thing is," said Will 
sententiously. "The question is, what had we 
better do with the money? Kitty will be 
frightened if she hears this report ; may be 
she will send it the purse Mr. Forrest." 

" We had better tell mamma ; she mav not 
know any better than we do what to do, 
but it is more her concern than ours." 

" I never thought Aunt Sophy particularly 
sharp," said Will, with more ingenuousness 
than gallantry. 

"Perhaps not; but when people have 
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husbands I fancy they have more right to 
their affairs than any other people; and 
mamma can keep a secret, for nobody knows 
who her first husband was." Before Eve 
could balance her argument the coach stopped 
at their door. 

There was something in Mr. Forrest that 
had always a strange fascination for Eve. 
She was not conscious of anything like 
affection, and there was certainly no fear in 
her heart, for him ; yet if she saw him walk 
down the Castle Street at Framborough, she 
watched him as long as he was in sight with 
singular interest; and when she heard his 
voice at Mrs. Cameron's, an unaccountable 
thrill agitated every nerve, and she could 
never rest till she had found some excuse for 
going into the parlour, or refrain from glanc- 
ing into his face, when the attraction would 
be as mysteriously suspended, for she was 
never able to meet his eye or address him on 
any pretence. Now that she was so far off 
it seemed as if the sound of his name affected 
her beyond any precedent, and the know- 
ledge that he was in trouble moved her most 
painfully. 
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As she passed the parlour door on her way 
from the coach to her room she announced, 
in her usual imperious stylo, that she was 
going to be busy and sliould not come down 
to supper; and then, before her finery was 
removed, she sat down to think. However 
intense this process might be, it never was a 
lengthened one; her thoughts seemed to 
dance into order; and whether or not the 
result were wise, it approved itself to her 
judgment and was acted upon without mis- 
giving. 

"It is no good to tell mamma; she will 
only look perplexed and wish she knew 
what to do, and ask me to tell her, and then 
not do it. I have always managed my own 
affairs pretty well, and do not see any par- 
ticular difficulty in this. If Mr. Forrest is 
required to produce this money, of course he 
ought to know where it is." This was the 
substance of her cogitation ; and as the result, 
she opened her little business desk and 
wrote as plainly as she could. Her hand- 
writing was sprawling and not very legible, 
but her expression was concise and clear. 
Her note was to the following effect: — 



88 ONLY EVE. 

" I know all about that purse of money the 
people are so stupid as to say you have 
hidden. If you go to Box Court and ask 
Kitty Fletcher, she will give it you if you say 
such is her brother's desire: but do not 
betray Will." 

After a moment's reflection she decided 
upon subscribing her own name ; not that it 
could be of any consequence, but her dealings 
with the world had taught her that anony- 
mous letters were not heeded, so she signed 
it '^ Eve" — and then fell to pondering what 
surname she had to add ; but that difficulty 
could not be met. 

Thus it was that Mr. Fondest obtained his 
inconvenient knowledge. This little note, 
with its queer, misshapen characters, its 
genuine, if erring, desire to help him, and its 
simple signature, moved him even more 
powerfully than the heinous idea which had 
gone abroad, concerning his relation with the 
adventurous Captain Jones ; but what to do 
with this knowledge, how to act with regard 
to this strangely irrepressible purse, he could 
not decide. It could not be ignored; Eve's 
signature was corroborative enough. He 
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could no longer doubt that Jones liad stolen 
it; though how he had transferred it so (luickly 
from his own person, and how it had got to 
the Fletchers, he could only divine l)y su])posing 
Will was an accomplice and entrusted with 
the spoil. Two or three days were spent in 
a wretched state of uncertainty al)out it ; and 
in the meantime Mr. Cameron made his visit 
and urgent appeal, necessarily in vain ; be- 
cause Frederick Forrest had so complicated 
his affairs that ho could only sink into 
deeper pitfalls by every attempt at self-extri- 
cation. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE EVE OF SERLE's OPERA. 



T^WO days afterwards Eve received a reply- 
to her note. She, the lonely, self-de- 
pendent Eve, as, from long habit, she still 
regarded herself, seemed to be a person of 
consideration ,to the much reverenced and im- 
portant Mr. Forrest of Wyckam Hall, for she 
was actually addressed by his own hand, and 
in an earnest, appealing tone. 

If she could give him any information 
about the money supposed to be stolen from 
Captain Jones, or through him from any other 
person, she was to do so immediately, and 
without keeping back the slightest incident. 
Especially she was to tell him how it had 
fallen into the hands of the Fletchers, and 
how the facts had become known to her. 
Mr. Forrest had added a very surprising and 
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friendly postscript, stating that so much de- 
pended upon a full and true narration, that 
if Eve were unable to write all she knew she 
had better come to Framborough for a few 
days, when she could tell him personally, or 
tell Mr. Cameron, if she preferred giving her 
confidence to him. 

When this letter was put into Eve's hand she 
was anxiously preparing to go to the rehearsal 
of a new opera of San Serle's, and this business 
letter, strange and earnest as it was, did not 
of course appear half so important as her own 
professional engagement. Tlie Series had got 
this opera upon the stage with infinite trouble. 
It was the first time a manager had consented 
to forego prestige, and the verdict of the old 
schools, and risk so much for such a decided 
innovation; and even the Series' influence, 
high as it was, might not have succeeded, 
had not Eve's talent and her rare grace been 
so assured. San Serle had trained, made 
her indeed, in her plastic youtli and beauty, 
ever since she had been with him, for this 
one purpose ; and this was the secret of his 
sudden fancy for and determination to possess 
her. Gliick being his ideal, the musical world 
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was in a state of barbarian ignorance and 
miserable privation till liis manifestation 
should come; and, meanwhile, Mr. Serle 
could not consider himself an unworthy 
herald of the new age that must dawn on 
the musical world. 

Serle considered that Eve, a child of the 
people, a soul impregnated with the strong 
sentiments and sympathies of the broadest 
humanity, tempered with high culture and 
subdued passion — for he had discovered the 
ruling passion, bound and put out of the way 
as it was — could give life, and therefore suc- 
cess, to the pecuUar, mixed character of the 
heroine. 

Eve had seconded his wish with all her 
mind; for though she was aware of Mr. 
Cameron's dislike of Gliick's works, and abso- 
lute intolerance of this disciple, she ascribed 
it to his classic prejudices ; and she loved a 
broader and more mingled life, a purpose for 
music that should embody and express a 
fuller humanity for all. When Mr. Serle had 
penetrated her with Gliick's music and made 
his theories well known, and then told her, -of 
the part expressly composed for her transla- 
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tion — that lie believed his fame, as an original 
and regenerating artist, depended much upon 
her — she had been overpowered, as with a 
wondrous mission, and had wept like a youth- 
ful enthusiast over her mysterious and glorious 
calling. How, then, was she to miss a shiglo 
rehearsal, or spare any thought, for the vague 
and distant perplexities of a Mr. Forrest just 
now? 

Will Fletcher was waiting to attend her to 
the theatre. She was seated before her desk 
scribbling a hasty note to get the intrusion 
off her mind, arrayed w4th a weird splendour 
in keeping with the character she had already 
assumed; for Eve had studied very hard and 
closely, and with her to assume a character 
was to Uve it for the time. 

" Look here, Will I " she exclaimed, show- 
ing him the note she had just written. "This 
might have been an awkward little affair for 
you, if I had let it be. I just wrote to tell 
Mr. Forrest what you had told me about the 
purse of money — that is to say, I mentioned 
that a purse of gold was in your house at 
Box Court, or wherever Kitty lives now; 
and this is Mr. Forrest's peculiar notice of 



94 ONLY EVE. 

the news, and this my purposed reply to 
him : — 

*' If Mr. Forrest wishes to learn more about 
the money, Kitty Fletcher will tell him all 
that is right and proper, especially if he is 
going to restore it to the rightful owner. 
Eve has . quite too much to do for the public, 
and cannot attend to Uttle matters just now. 
Kitty lives at number four. Abbey Court. Mr. 
Forrest must give Will's love and say it is 
he who wishes this to be done." 

" Eve, what a thundering " Will pressed 

forward to protest vigorously against this 
perversion of his wishes, when Eve checked 
him. 

*' Don't spoil my grand robe. Will. Mr. 
Serle told me to rehearse in my state dress 
or I should fail to wear it unconsciously. 
And don't use those tremendous adjectives 
on every little affair, or what will you do 
when anything really important, like my mar- 
riage, for instance, occurs ?" 

" Your marriage, Eve ! Why nothing will 
signify at all when that happens. The adjec- 
tives may all be blest for what I shall want 
with them then," said Will, his indignation 
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suddenly diverted, as Eve meant it to be. 
" But however did you make such a mistake ? 
I shall bo taken up as an .accomplice; and 
I really am as innocent as a child." 

"And what do you 8up])ose they could do 
to you, if you were taken up, except prove 
you iimocent ? I don't believe you will ever 
be a man till you have gone through some- 
thing very dreadful — a real trial before judge 
and jury, or perhaps even a short imprison- 
ment, if it is only to teach you what you are 
made of. Of course I don't want you to be 
transported or made a felon of, or even to 
have your hair all shorn off, because I don't 
think you would stand up against that ; but 
some people are like Mrs. Cameron's old 
watch, they require a good shaking to make 
them go right, and you must be one of them." 

"And I should , never find out that you 
were anything but a most stony-hearted girl, 
if I could not see your eyes when you arc*, 
talking. They always make me just ready to 
servo you like a slave. So I suppose I may 
as well post your letter and take the conse- 
quences." 

" There won't be any consequences to you. 
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Kitty will take care of that, you may be 



sure." 



"I am anything but sure of Kitty though," 
Will objected, though he took the note im- 
pUcitly. " She was always a queer one to deal 
with, making more account of what she calls 
principle than people." 

" For shame, Will ! who was it that con- 
sented to take charge of this very purse, and 
helped you to get oflf clear in the middle of 
the night, and even sent you' to my own 
house?" cried Eve. "Now don't you see 
that you are hindering and vexing me very 
much, and Mr. Serle will be desolated in 
consequence ? To satisfy you, however, I will 
add a little postscript," she said, with the 
sudden transition that was characteristic of 
her, and looking pretematurally wise as she 
re-opened the note and added, rapidly, — 

" WiU Fletcher is willing to appear in court 
as a witness in the trial of Captain Jones — 
and he found the purse — if you will pro- 
mise that he may disappear as soon as his 
evidence is given." 

" Now, you cowardly boy, if you are a 
witness your person will be sacred, and you 
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may save Mr. Forrest an immense amount of 
trouble. Don't give me any more, but post 
this instantly, and then come with me to the 
theatre. I don't know any one else I would 
give so much time to just at this critical 
hour." 

" Ay, that's because you are working for 
Mr. Serle. I cannot leave London till this 
concert is over, for I must see you in your 
great role, you know. I expect it will be very 
bad for me, for of course Mr. Serle is to be 
your lover. He wouldn't be so anxious about 
it if any one else were to be singing and 
grimacing at you." 

Will persisted in finishing his cutting 
speech in spite of Eve's frowns and signs 
that he should depart instantly. After thus 
delivering himself he took the note, leaving 
his young mistress to an hour's hard study 
of her difl&cult and critical music. 

Bernard Fielding was staying with the 
Series during these rehearsals, and was not to 
return to Framborough until after the grand 
performance, Mr. Serle having given him the 
elucidation of his second character, the 
Hebrew, Kelita, who had married the rare 
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Egyptian, his prima donna. Eve had not 
chosen to enlighten Will Fletcher as to this 
fact ; perhaps even she would have not been 
able to explain why. Some httle self-con- 
scious involvements had been at work and 
made her feel shy about it before her jealously- 
disposed cousin. 

The evening before the new opera was 
introduced, a small party of the initiated met 
at the Series' house, all choice spirits, as 
San called those who accorded with his 
special ideas and fancies. The principal 
singers were there, and at least one devoted 
critic. A composer of some eminence, ad- 
verse to this new idea which was moving 
the lovers of music, was also amongst the 
guests; because Dinorah had the sense to 
know that an opposition could suggest the 
most useful hints sometimes, and that a 
word of wisdom, though it might come from 
an enemy, might open a new channel for a 
success; while the fervours of enthusiastic 
admirers and friends would probably make 
the atmosphere hazy, and impervious to 
improvement. This gentleman proved very 
useful in keeping up a lively discussion on 
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the "several scenes, and San Serle's equable 
temper was put to some severe tests, 
generally bravely met by his exquisite 
talent and fine executive skill. Serle was, 
indeed, an expositor of a modem poet's 
dictum—" 'tis we musicians who know." 

Once, on Eve's account, he was seriously 
troubled. They were trying over, for the 
last time, the scene which aU admitted 
would be a crucial one — a scene in which 
a youthfiil and loving wedded pair must re- 
linquish each other by the command of a 
priestly authority, recognized only by the 
husband. How was Eve to render this part, 
to be true to a faithful and pure woman's 
conscience, and yet to interpret the author's 
great idea that the perfection of humanity, 
as a whole, needs the virtues of every 
individual in full exercise, and cannot thrive 
on the stunted submission of any of the 
soul's attributes at the word of a privileged 
hierarch ? The adverse critics of this am- 
bitious school had made the most of this 
difficulty. Mr. Cameron's aesthetic soul had 
deUvered itself to Bernard more than once. 
He was sure Mr. Serle could never make 
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anything of a matrimonial dilem'ma but con- 
fusion worse confounded; and no living 
woman could be otherwise than selfish, con- 
ventionally egotistical in her conjugal affairs. 
He was supported by Dinorah's guest. . 

" Your Eve must be commonplace in such 
a situation, Mr. Serle," he said, glancing at 
the proud young girl superciliously. 

" I am quite satisfied with what Eve has 
done," Serle replied, carelessly. " She is 
simply grand, sir; ready to see the truth 
through her husband's medium. You are 
aware she has become national already 
through her sympathy with the Hebrew." 

" If that is your idea of feminine greatness, 
I don't wonder so much at your musical 
vagaries !" This very natural reflection was 
endorsed by an emphatic shrug of the critical 
shoulders. 

The cool way in which she was being 
discussed, as if her individuality were 
already lost, amused Eve for awhile; but 
when Bernard, entering into the conversation 
warmly, repeated some expression of Mr. 
Cameron's concerning this passage, in which 
he declared his opinion that the opera would 
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fall or live by the natural or aBsthetic ren- 
dering of this one scene, she felt frightened 
and doubtful of her powers. 

Anxious as Mr. Serlo had undoubtedly been 
about this part, he had left much to Eve's own 
genius in its interpretation, having more faith 
in a woman's intuitions where her affections 
are concerned than most men possess ; he had, 
too, avoided laying any very particular stress 
upon its importance, lest he should intimidate 
and make the impressive girl painfully nervous. 
He saw the effect of his guest's words, and 
also of the sudden change that passed over 
Eve when Mr. Cameron was quoted; and, 
frowning at Bernard in a singular and 
ferocious manner, said, ironically, " Of course 
women are conventional under any stress of 
circumstances. They always elude our finer 
sympathies and put themselves under coarser 
relations thereby — swooning, and so deferring 
their sujBTering to some lonely and less 
convenient season; or sinking into supine 
stupors, and so becoming intensely un- 
interesting; or tearing their hair and 
screeching, and so eliding themselves al- 
together from our sphere." 
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Eve smiled, but rather irresolutely. " Are 
you sure we are right ? " she asked, going 
quickly to his side. " You know if we defy 
the popular ideas we shall be no more suc- 
cessful than Mr. Cameron is. Will it not be 
better to be conventional ? " 

" Only be to-morrow night, before the royal 
public, what you were this morning before 
your own royal genius, and I shall be 
satisfied, though all the geese of the city 
hiss," said Serle. 

The idea of being hissed, even though it 
might be by geese, had never entered Eve's 
head in all her life, and such a possibility 
made her change colour. 

A thoughtfully ill-natured young person 
said, to his aspiring and pretty neighbour, " I 
should not wonder if our prima donna has 
stage-fright to-morrow night." 

Though the terrible words were only 
whispered, they reached Eve's quick ears. 
What is stage-Mght ? " she asked. 
Come and help me fiy my sprats, 
Evalina," said Serle; and, going into the 
httle dining-room, he put on his gorgeous 
dressing-gown and cap, and, silver frying- 
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pan in hand, began to cook his favourite 
supper in his own style. The seductive 
smell and inviting simmering induced the 
guests to go also. As this dainty cook was 
in the habit of eating each delectable morsel 
at its culminating epoch, the proceedings did 
not seem likely to promise much edification to 
the by-standers ; but after a few fishes had 
made him more observant, he became con- 
scious that he was scarcely in a gracious 
relation to his guests. 

" I really don't see how I can cook sprats 
for all these people," he said, turning upon 
the crowd with a troubled air, and holding a 
crisp sprat by the tail very near to his lips. 

" Oh, we did not come to be fed, at least 
not especially," a fair singer replied, as if 
apologizing in a doubtful manner. The lady 
wore a diamond star over her brow, the gift 
of a royal admirer; and she was always a 
favoured guest. " It was the charming little 
domestic distraction we wanted, was it not?" 
she asked, looking into the serious face of 
another celebrity. 

" Certainly not I I wanted sprats," he 
exclaimed, in a rich, high tone so much out 
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of accord with liis words, Serle laughed, till 
his difficult situation became more urgently 
embarrassing. 

" Dinny, how am I to feed all these people, 
and with these little fishes too ? If we dish 
them up they are spoiled, their flavour is so 
subtle. I could put them into the ladies* 
mouths, you know ; but the gentlemen would 
feel the situation so acutely we should 
become self-conscious and absurd.*' 

DiQorah restored calm to his perplexed 
soul by announcing that supper was prepared 
in the drawing-room, and he was left to 
finish his sprats in peace. 



CHAPTER VII. 

EZRA. 

T'HE lovers of music were moved by a pro- 
found enthusiasm when this new work, 
by the critical and imaginative Serle, was 
announced; and the names of his principal 
performers were discussed with a freedom as 
relentless and varied as the degrees of human 
intelligence were high or otherwise. The 
name of the prima donna was especially in- 
citing ; it was only Eve, both in her character 
as the ahen wife of the singer of the Jewish 
temple and in her own proper person ; and 
although this simple name was already well 
known in musical circles, it was uttered with 
every possible change of expression, even by 
some before whom she would have bowed 
with reverence. San Serle had pubhshed his 
theories freely, so people were not surprised 
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that his list was filled with English names 
chiefly. If English men and women can sing 
— and what is to hinder them fi:om competing 
with foreign professors? — the disguise of 
their nationality is a sin against their race, 
and must operate against their legitimate 
mission. It was expected, too, that this 
opera would be brought out with every ad- 
vantage of scenery and investiture. Serle 
beheved that nothing should be spared in 
preparing for the presentation of a new work. 
Why should not the various sections of art 
unite in making one perfect thing for the 
education and dehght of the world ? If the 
author were poor, surely each artist would re- 
joice in lending of his best treasures, proud to 
put his comer-stone in the glorious temple, 
where at least he would have a chance of being 
usefiil and permanent; and if there were already 
fame and wealth to spare, they could not be 
more gloriously applied than in showing forth 
a great and beautiful oflFspring of a cultivated 
soul. 

When Mr. Serle handed over, with an air 
of gratified certainty, a roU of bank notes 
to a painter for the development of his rarest 
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scene, his sister smiled her approbation quite 
genuinely, for she was well convinced of the 
wisdom of the investment ; but certain femi- 
nine misgivings following closely, she looked 
drolly pathetic as, reminding her free-hearted 
brother of his last promise, she whispered, 
" The pearly silk, San dear, that you said 
should stand by itself — I am afraid it will 
never stand by me." 

San lifted her hand to his lips, with the 
courtesy he always evinced towards her, as 
he answered, "And if it never should, Dinorah 
can stand without it." 

When the hour of initiation had arrived, it 
was evident the populace had caught some 
glimmerings of an unusual and popular idea, 
for they hung about the theatre in crowds, 
and Serle regretted he could not admit them 
all, that for once the vital power of art might 
have its free, fair wav. 

Mr. Forrest and Mr. Cameron had come by 
that day's coach from Framborough, and 
were already within the doors. Mr. Cameron 
had said many times that he did not care a 
straw for these theories, or for any exponent 
of this new-fangled school. Music was sacred 
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and immaculate, and would only suffer degra- 
dation by any marriage with anything, for 
everything must necessarily be of a lower 
type. He was there because he could vouch 
for this tom-foolery with a better grace when 
he had been a witness of it. 

Mr. Forrest made no confessions ; he had 
strong leadings of some kind, or he would 
not have been present, but he kept his pur- 
poses to himself. 

There was a fine scene when the green 
curtain rose. A chain of mountains, with 
the clearly-defined outUnes of an oriental 
atmosphere, bounded the distance ; the tem- 
ple of Jerusalem, exquisitely drawn, was 
recognized; and beside it stood a group of 
sacerdotal and princely magnates of the East. 
A priest in a white serge robe, with broidered 
hem of gold and scarlet and blue, occupied a 
central place by the steps of the temple. His 
attitude was intense and sorrow-stricken, for 
he was hstening to the grievous story of the 
Hebrew princes, who sang of the wrong the 
IsraeUtes had committed against their faith 
and nation by their numerous alliances with 
foreign countries. Their tone was low and 
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plaintive, but not wholly sorrowfiil, their 
manner being tinged with a certain triumph 
as they proceeded, as if they would fain be 
proud of the informer's mission. Pointing 
towards the glittering domes and minarets 
that rose on either hand, they indicated, with 
eager, trembling fingers, that the offenders 
were shamelessly polluting by their presence 
the Holy City ; and their voices rose as they 
concluded, indignantly, — 

" And the children that are growing up in 
the city of our fathers shall come to declare 
of their sacred lineage — shall come to minister 
in the temple of the Holy One — to be put to 
shame before the nations, because of the 
trespass of their fathers." 

The white-robed priest bowed before the 
evil tidings as if smitten with sorrow and 
shame ; and when the informers withdrew he 
was prostrate before the temple, with hidden 
face. 

As a gleam of rosy light from the setting 
sun announced the hour of evening sacrifice, 
a boy came fi:'om the temple door bearing a 
gorgeous breastplate of precious stones en- 
graved with many great and reverend names. 
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The priest put away the sacred symbol with 
gesture of dismay and grief, and, rising to his 
knees, he turned towards the audience and 
sang, with grand pathos and fervour, his 
confession and denunciation of the people's 
sin, beginning :— 

^^ I am ashamed, and I blush to lift up my face. 

" From the days of our fathers have we been wander- 
ers, and in trouble, and in captivity, and in confusion of 
face. 

" And now for a little space, the Mighty, the Holy 
One hath given us a nail in His Holy place. He hath 
given us light and joy and grace. He hath given us to 
live in His Holy place. 

" But now, alas ! what shall we say ? We have 
fallen ! we have fallen in the nations' face ! like the 
morning star from his heavenly place — as in this day ! '* 

How the friends of San Serle rejoiced in 
him as they saw and heard the broad human 
sympathy that glorified both form and voice ! 
He was wonderftd ! so perfectly had the inner 
transfigured the outer man. 

Some of the chiefs of the Hebrews coming 
up to the evening service and hearing their 
trespass thus set before them, and catching 
the fervour of their priest, fall in with the con- 
fession, and end by a terrible vow to put away 
their wives and little ones. 
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With his appreciation of the delicate nature 
of this arrangement, a cynical smile stole over 
Cameron's face, and he muttered, " PecuUar 
teaching rather for the masses. It may be 
grateful enough, if not too salutary." 

While the penitent Hebrews were setting 
themselves to rights, a family group appeared 
to the right of the temple, seeming about the 
distance of an arrow's flight from its courts. 
This Uttle isolated world of love and sorrow, 
telling much more than the general trouble 
could tell of the meaning of the sin and its 
expiation. 

Kelita, one of the temple singers, was robing 
for the service; and Eve, the radiant Egyp- 
tian wife, was fastening about his nock the 
golden chains of the sacred vestment. As 
she looked into his face the passionate aspira- 
tion of her soul illumined her beautiful coun- 
tenance. She was pleading with her husband 
that she might no longer be isolated from his 
faith and daily devotion, but be a witness of 
the glories and a sharer of the prerogatives 
she had learned, through him, to venerate 
supremely. Still, anxious that he should 
not think her unmindful of his love and care. 
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she chanted a charming recitative, with glow- 
ing smile and love-lighted eyes, the tone of her 
voice and manner changing, however, as the 
melody proceeded until the sympathetic lis- 
teners seemed all woe-begone : — 

' " Love mingles light and joy with every thing, like 
sunshine in the valley of my youth. A very paradise 
my home is seeming ; ay, sweeter far than any primal 
Eve's, for little ones are playing in our bowers; and thou 
art more than 'Adam unto Eve — thou art my priest, 
beloved Kelita ! 

" Then take me with thee to the temple shrine; 
My soul is all athirst for thy glad call : 
Oh, bid me not be happy like the flowers — 
Whisper no longer, * Love is all in all ! * 
The lily's cup that earthly dew has fiU'd, 
Ere now a cold, earth-blight has touch'd and kill'd. 

*^ Thou hast a holier love than aught of mine I 
I feel its spirit breathing in thy kiss : 
When may I sing before the temple shrine ? 
Oh, bid me not sing, star-like in thy heavens ! 
The quivering stars bum with celestial light. 
Or, drawn by earth's base liens, sink in night." 

Kelita, replying with the accustomed kiss 
and look of tender yet calm superiority, in- 
evitable in one so supremo, added, — 

" Thou art my Eve, beloved one, the sweet and holy 
music of my life ! 
Yet the temple brooks no stranger's foot ; and art not 
thou an alien ? " 
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** No alien, if thy wife ; — 
For all these years, O Kclita, love lias been teaching 

me, 
That lie who made thy soul for Him made my soul 

for thee." 

As Kelita turned away, with his fine smile 
of gratified feeling, Eve sat down to sing her 
little ones their lullaby. From the low, 
soothing tones and sweet though heathenish 
words of her evening hymn, she rose by 
degrees to the enthusiasm and purity of a 
Hebrew psalm, till worship seemed to be her 
essential life, and song its means and develop- 
ment ; her very form and face became trans- 
fused, the rare atmosphere of her pure, rich 
spirit was almost an evident glory. Her 
eldest child, with that ready feehng for holy, 
happy beauty so natural to childhood, threw 
his arms about her neck and kissed her brow, 
his reverent love evidently born of the 
moment. This sudden action changed the 
young mother's mood; she forgot herself, 
oven the Divine subject of her worship faded 
from her soul, and she felt only that these 
children must never be taught to despise her, 
because of her nation and early faith, and 
feeling as truly that they would so be taught, 
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she met her husband on the threshold with 
the thrilling chant of her new fear : — 

" The sons of the stranger who love the Lord, who 
join themselves to he His servants, to love and fear His 
name, even them will He bring to His holy mountain and 
make them joyful in His house of prayer." 

Kelita had returned in a strange mood. 
He answered her appeal by a defiant glance 
towards the sacred temple ; and then, with 
averted face, put his wife and children away 
from him, and sang the fateful words by 
which Ezra had decreed, that every Hebrew 
who had allied himself with a stranger should 
free himself at once from the shameful bond. 
There was some pathos, but more enthusiasm 
in the youthful Nethenim's rendering. The 
part of one who could sacrifice every personal 
and human passion for the remote and diviner 
obligation, was so native to Bernard Fielding 
he was sure to translate sublimely. As the 
devotee he was perfect ; but to his wife, in- 
comprehensible or soul-destroying. She could 
not have recourse to one moment's incre- 
dulity or hope ; the Israelite's faith was too 
assured to leave her any chance of sweet 
delusion or fond prayer. She stood before 
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him passively listening, as he declared that 
his word had gone forth with the declaration 
of his people, that he would look upon her 
face no more, and that the voices of his 
children should never again make music in 
his house. There was one instant of pathetic 
passion in her gesture, one note of dignified 
acquiescence from her lips, and then Eve ap- 
peared lost to the role of the high-bom but 
outraged wife. She looked round as if fright- 
ened, and then fixed a fascinated gaze upon 
Kelita's downcast face. Some idea quite 
apart from the legend was charming her, not 
as the Hebrew singer's wife, but as Eve the 
maiden. This high, priestlike devotion of the 
young man, this impossibility of any tender 
human love or earthly care, was real, and it 
was overwhelming. It bore in upon her soul 
a new and unlooked-for agony. Which Eve 
was she? the despised, abandoned wife or 
the equally unhappy and contemned though 
loving maiden ? No matter which, both 
characters were fearfully real, for many 
women suffered thus, and Eve in all. 

Finding there was some unexpected lapse, 
Bernard raised his eyes and saw the un- 

I 2 
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wonted light of fear or some strange shock in 
hers ; and then, the legend and the wonder- 
ing crowd all forgotten, or so vividly reaUzed 
by her quickened spirit as to be her actual 
life, new creations of her genius, Eve sang, — 

" Oh, false as fair ! false, yet divinely fair ! 
Sing on with heart of stone before the throne — 
No tender human love, no worship will be there ; 
For souls are human here^and deep and true, 
Loving as God loves every thing that is, 
Or worse than nothing, self-filFd things for scorn. 
Oh Heaven, why were we bom, to love and be of all 

love lorn ? 
Alas for the poor sisterhood of stricken wives ! 
Alas for hearts that love and fain must be 
Silent and dark and deep as Memphian graves ! '' 

While Bernard, in his amazement, was 
trying to invent some harmonious sentences 
to cover this dilemma, an assistant ran to San 
Serle with the tidings that his prima donna 
was going all wrong, and seemed to be quite 
beside herself. He was preparing to sit in 
judgment on these penitent Hebrew husbands 
who had fallen into his priestly mood so 
readily, but came forward instantly, and 
with wonderful aptitude apphed himself to 
the ofl&ce of wife-consoler, as if it were a 
part of his work and the proper thing to do. 
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This quickly restored Ere, and the opera 
proceeded triumphantly to the end. 

Many of the people present never knew that 
any irrelevant interruption had occurred. A 
few perceived the lapse and attributed it to 
the panic that, sooner or later, overcomes 
most public performers ; only two or three 
could have conceived of anything like the 
reality, or have felt such an influence as that 
which had overtaken poor Eve and bowed 
her high spirit so completely. It was sym- 
pathy, Mr. Cameron thought. " Eve realized 
her situation too intensely ; it must be hard 
for young things to translate these high, 
tragic experiences. She has too much of the 
woman in her nature, after all my training, to 
succeed professionally. With all her fine 
genius, she will weep for her suffering sisters 
instead of sacrificing womanhood to grand, 
popular ideas." 

Will Fletcher's firmament received another 
illumination from this episode. " So Madam 
Eve is in love with Mr. Bernard ! I saw 
that in her eye. She could not bear his 
glorious, religious reasons when he ought to 
have been proposing the defiance that flashed 
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out for a moment and eloping with her and 
the young ones. I'm sure I would have left 
the priests and informers to make the most 
they could of the stony-hearted ones." That 
was Will's interpretation, and it dazzled and 
pained him for many a long and weary day. 

What Mr. Serle really thought he never 
said to any one ; and Eve, though filled with 
shame and regret, would give no sign of ex- 
planation. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



THE ABBEY COURT. 



T^HOSE friendly visits of the Camerons to 
Wyckam Hall had not been without their 
effect upon the ill-bestead Forrest. Though 
he had certainly never quite made up his 
mind to suppress that piece of information 
Eve had given him concerning the stolen 
money, there is no knowing to what extremes 
a proud, tempted man may go when goaded 
by an adverse society and a morbid self- 
appreciation. Now, however, that he had 
admitted his knowledge to George Cameron 
he could not go back from his word ; and 
since some confidence had been opened he 
was more disposed to consult with him as to 
possible evil chances befalling him. 

On their way home from town, Cameron 
had again advised that Daniel Fletcher should 
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be silenced ; and he repeated urgently : " If 
the fellow will not be quiet, I would have him 
arrested for conspiracy. But you must make 
haste about it; the assizes come on next 
week, you know." 

" I am not likely to forget that," Forrest 
rejoined, with a painfiil attempt at a smile. 
" Still, I cannot threaten a man who has, as 
real a grievance against me, as Fletcher has. 
He may be carrying his vindictiveness to 
ridiculous lengths, but the facts are on his 
side, and he would have the public too. I 
should be condemned before I could raise 
my voice." 

Seated quietly at home, with all the me- 
morials of his fair past about him, and 
thinking over the probable perils that beset 
his honour as a gentleman, things looked so 
bad he could not suffer them to run their 
course without some opposing effort. Never 
to pass through that fine old portico again 
would be evil sufficient; but to have the 
stigma of felon attached to his name would 
be to close up, even to his own consciousness, 
all the good and happy prestiges of the past 
and the still nobler hopes of the future. 
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It was Saturday night, and Dan Fletcher 
would be at the market making his week's 
purchases. Mr. Forrest thought the oppor- 
tunity might be used; he could have a few 
words with Kitty first, perhaps get the 
evidence in his own hand, and wait for Dan to 
return or not as he might choose. Eve's letter 
had given him the clue to the Fletcher's present 
abode, which was in a smq^U grassy enclosure, 
formerly the court-yard of an abbey now in 
ruins, and about a mile from Framborough. 
It was a very pleasant and romantic spot, 
the woods of the abbey had not fallen with its 
walls, and enough of these were standing to 
form a picturesque shelter for the inhabitants 
of the court. There were only four dwellings, 
and one old 'stone door- way was the general 
entrance. How Daniel had been so fortunate 
as to get one of these pretty cottages was a 
secret he kept to himself. Kitty thought it 
would be even worth her while to get well 
again, now that life had such a free and pleasant 
look with it; and the little community had 
received her so kindly, privation and lonely 
longings, at any rate, had come to an end. 

When Mr. FoiTest opened the door he 
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came upon two people who were sitting on a 
fragment of the old wall in the light of the 
evening sun. The green quadrangle was in 
a golden glow, and the pair looked glorified ; 
the man indeed must have felt so, for he 
called out, rather rapturously, " Come in ! 
it's only me and Mary a-courting a bit.'' 
He came down from his elevation to point 
out the Fletcher's cottage, and then resumed 
his agreeable recreation. 

Kitty, who was reclining on a curious little 
wooden couch by the window, did not seem 
surprised to see her visitor; and when the 
neighbour who was sitting by her, had curt- 
sied and gone away, she said, immediately, 
" You have come about that money they say 
was stolen, haven't you, sir?" 

"Yes; I have received this note from Eve 
— stay, can you read writing ? " Mr. Forrest 
remarked Kitty's quick flush of pleasure as 
she recognized Eve's hand. 

When she had read the note he said, "Now, 
you see, you may tell me all about the purse. 
How did it come to your hands ? " 

Kitty had become suddenly pale again, 
and looked very perplexed and doubtful as 
she replied, " She says I am to tell you 
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all that is right and proper, and that Will 
wishes this to be done — I wonder whether 
Will knows anything about it ? " 

" Why, you don't suppose Eve would say 
that if it were not so! See, she says Will 
found the purse and will appear in court to 
say so !" Mr. Forrest exclaimed, as he indi- 
cated the postscript. 

" I see that ; but I should like to see Will 
himself first. Eve had a random way of saying 
things sometimes ; and I know Will was very 
anxious no one should know where he found 
it, I think for Captain Jones's sake," Kitty 
persisted, though she felt very nervous in 
thus withstanding the gentleman's wish. 

" Is Will with Eve now, do you think ?" 

" He may be, sir. I do not know where else 
he can be." 

"Then what is more likely than that he 
should authorize her to say this ? " 

" Oh, sir, if she just took it into her head 
she would write it down, and even show it 
him and laugh at his fears. She can wind 
poor Will round her finger." 

" There's no harm in Eve, is there, Kitty ?" 
Mr. Forrest asked, with a sudden change in 
his manner, both of look and tone. 
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Kitty sighed. "I am very fond of my 
cousin, sir, thougli she is contrary sometimes. 
I never could get her to go to the Ebenezer, 
and, indeed, if she had gone, I don't know 
that it would have done much for her." 

"Possibly not." Mr. Forrest could not 
restrain a smile as he thought of the fascina- 
ting singer of the opera-house, with her fine, 
highly-toned spirit, sitting by Kitty's side 
and calmly awaiting her mode of inspiration. 
Then he wondered if, with her easy play of 
conscience and not very veracious ideas, she 
might have been deluding him as well as ' 
Will, and so had made up this tale about the 
purse out of sheer wantonness. Putting the 
case to Kitty in this way he learned more 
from her than he otherwise might have done. 
She was beguiled to admit that her brother 
had brought the purse to her, leaving it in 
her charge lest he should be tempted to make 
illicit inroads into its contents. 

" The money, then, is in your possession 
still ? " 

" No ; father foimd it out and took it from 
me. 

" But you know where it is ? He has not 
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spent any of it, surely ? " Forrest exclaimed, a 
hope, half wild, half wicked, arising in his 
mind, that this intractable, relentless avenger 
might have been betrayed into dishonesty, 
and so have destroyed his evil cause. 

Kitty had risen from her hard couch and was 
sitting with her back towards the window ; 
Mr. Forrest was facing it ; and as ho raised 
his head from vainly waiting for an answer, 
he saw some one move quickly away. " I 
suppose that is one of your young lovers 
impatient for my departure ? " he said, rising 
and looking out. "We don't want any 
listeners — why, the lad has leaped over the 
wall into the wood! Never mind him just 
now; I have a serious proposal to make, 
which I hope you will agree to, Kitty," he 
added, drawing his chair close to the couch 
• and hesitating while she recovered from the 
perturbation excited by the probability, that 
it might have been Will himself who was 
thus furtively keeping watch over her. She 
had no lovers, and no one else was likely to be 
acting the spy in that friendly little court. 

" Perhaps you know why I am concerning 
myself about this purse of money ? " 
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" Yes, sir ; I have heard say/' 

" Then you know why it is necessary that 
your brother should appear in court, to 
answer to his subpoena to bear witness to the 
finding of it ? Will you answer for his appear- 
ance ?" 

" I think I see why ; but Will is such a 
fooUsh, timid boy, so terrified lest they should 
catch him and send him to jail, that he 
never dare act fair and above-ground. I am 
sure I cannot answer for him. Most likely 
I shall not see him at all." Kitty moved her 
head nervously towards the window as she 
spoke. 

" Well, then, you can at least answer for 
yourself," Mr. Forrest persisted; "you can 
promise me that you will attend, if I get a 
summons sent to you, and say all you 
know?" 

Her thin white hands trembled. It seemed 
very dreadful to her to have to appear before 
a judge and jury at all, especially to have to 
swear to something, whatever scruples she 
might entertain. She was certain her father 
would be very angry ; and she might bring 
an unknown and crushing weight of woe 
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upon her brother ; and yet it was so unlike 
her gentle, kindly nature to be thinking of 
any personal consequences when she might 
obUge another by a Uttle sacrifice, she felt 
impelled to make a sort of compromise. 
Raising her languid eyes to Mr. Forrest's 
face, she said, " I will go if they will let me ; 
but , you know I am in a decline, sir, and 
have to mind what people tell me to do or 
leave alone ; and I can't break my promise to 
WiU." 

" You shall not be exposed to any risks. 
A closed carriage shall come here for you, 
and I will see that you are provided with 
every comfort and are not fatigued." 

She began to thank her considerate visitor 
for his great kindness on her behalf ; but 
when he quickly assured her that she would 
be conferring a favour upon him if she would 
appear and just give the evidence she pos- 
sessed, she felt extremely frightened, and, 
being convinced that her brother must suffer 
in proportion, tried to withdraw from any 
responsibility in the matter. Mr. Forrest, 
however, left her with the understanding 
that she had npw no choice ; either Will or 
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she herself must be a witness for or against 
Captain Jones, as the case might turn, and 
assuredly in his own favour whatever aspect 
affairs might take. 

When he was gone Kitty sat for some 
time gazing abstractedly through the win- 
dow and wondering how far she had com- 
mitted herself. On one point she was quite 
clear. There could never come such a crisis 
in her life as a closed carriage and every 
comfort, for any earthly purpose without 
mischief ensuing. She was recalled to the 
reaUties of the present by the face of her own 
erratic brother at the window-pane. Will 
took a close survey of the room and then 
walked in. 

She saw at a glance that he was in tribu- 
lation, though there was a decided change 
for the better in his general appearance, as 
if existence might have some purpose in it 
after all. He did not seem, however, to 
have become much more considerate, for, 
disregarding the flushed and anxious looks of 
poor Kitty, he exclaimed, abruptly, "What 
have you been telling Mr. Forrest ? I know 
what he has been here for; he has had a 
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letter from Eve about that confounded money. 
Surely you have not told him where it is ?" 

" He knew we had it, for, as you say, he 
has heard from Eve," Kitty replied evasively. 
She was unwilUng to confess that it had left 
her hand. 

But you have not given it up ?" 
No, not to him. What does it matter 
to you, Will, who has it so long as you are 
clear?" 

" You may give it up now, Kitty. I am 
going to leave the country. I am perfectly 
sick of my life in England, town or coimtry, 
and I shall go to America and begin every- 
thing afresh. I shall go to the backwoods, 
where I hope there are no things hke girls. 
But of course I shall want some money, so 
hand it out before the governor comes and 
catches us." 

Kitty looked appalled, for there was no 
doubt of the young fellow's earnestness. 
" Why, Will, I thought going to London was 
to be the making of you ! — and you were really 
never bad till now," she said, with some pity 
and much sorrow. 

" So it would have been the very thing for 
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me if it were not for other people. But I'm 
nothing with Madam, Eve now, and I'm sure 
there's nothing without her; so what I am is 
of very little consequence to anybody. Be- 
sides, that money doesn't belong to any one. 
Stolen .money is always forfeited to the state, 
you know ; and I am going to use it for the 
purchase of government land, so it is all 
right enough. Now fetch it, there's a good 
girl." 

Very probably Will Fletcher beheved some- 
thing of his peculiar argument ; people can 
deceive themselves very successfully when 
they mean to do so. Kitty did not care to 
investigate the legality of his statement ; she 
only comprehended that the money was not 
theirs, and never could be used by them for 
any purpose, and so she told him. Still, she 
sympathized with his evident misery, and 
called Eve a proud, misleading girl, who 
ought to know better. 

"Oh, Kitty, if you could only hear her 
and see her on the stage you would wonder 
at nothing !" groaned Will. " It is like find- 
ing fault with your angels, for not coming 
down from heaven to do for poor folks, to 
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blame Eve for not being ready to take up 
with me. I never did expect it, you know ; 
but the night before last I saw, and began to 
understand a little, what a great diflTerence 
there is between people. It is not only 
beauty that glorifies them, though of course 
she is beautiful — oh, I wonder why there is 
such a difference ? She looks as if she knew 
everything when she is singing, and she 
makes me feel Uke the dust of the earth 1 " 

"Yes, but that's nonsense, you know," 
Kitty replied, with sisterly discrimination. 
" One need not feel bad because somebody 
else is clever." 

" I've been a- wandering about in that wood 
for hours, wondering what to do with my- 
self," Will resumed, after a melancholy pause. 
" There seems nothing for me but to go to 
the backwoods, and of course I can't go 
without money. I don't see that I am to 
blame, because there's only one way of getting 
out of a wretched muddle. Why, even your 
meeting-folks call Ufe a waste, howling 
wilderness ! " 

" I am very sorry for you " Kitty began, 

but Will interrupted her sympathy. Bad as 
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things were going with him, he was too 
youthful and light-minded to be permanently- 
cast down. 

"Oh, never you mind, and don't you be 
fretting yourself about me ! I shall do very 
well out there. There is a good deal of 
money in that purse, and you might as well 
go with me, for what care father takes of 
you. Why, how thin and weak he is letting 
you get, Kitty 1 " he exclaimed, with real con- 
cern, now that the interest in himself was 
diverted by his sister's jfragile appearance. 

A month or two ago Kitty would have an- 
swered by saying she was going to heaven ; 
latterly she had learned to express herself 
more in accordance with the meekness of her 
character, so she simply asked, " Did you not 
know I was in a decline. Will ?" 

" I knew people said so ; but you'll soon be 
out of it again if you get into a good, stirring, 
healthy way of living. We wiU go away 
together ; I can settle it with father. I must 
have the money, though, in my own hands 
first. Don't be afi^d ! You were always a 
frightened, silly little Eat, you know." Will 
neither looked nor spoke with a comfortable 
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decision. He was quite aware he could not 
claim this money, and was equally certain 
about his sister's views concerning it ; so he 
could only make feeble requests for its pos- 
session. " Fetch it me now, there's a good, 
kind old Kitty 1" 

The poor girl felt for her misguided bro- 
ther. It really did seem as if life had been a 
mistake, and he a hardly-used boy. For a 
moment the idea of beginning a new, strong, 
free existence together had a wondrous 
charm ; but she knew it could never be re- 
alized. She must give him the facts. First, 
she told him that she was a doomed girl, 
even Miss Elton, who knew everything and 
was the last to say anything hard, thought 
her days would be very few; then, nobody 
ever prospered on ill-gotten gold ; and lastly, 
that her father had found the purse during 
one of her more severe attacks of illness, and 
had declared that he would make the best use 
of it by making a proud man humble. 

"It is Mr. Forrest he means, then," said 
Will, quite overcome with this news. 

" Yes ; I don't know why he hates him so. 
He is proud; but I don't see what that 
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matters to father. Mr. Forrest has been 
here to ask me for the purse; and when I 
told him about it, he said you must appear 
in court to say how it came into your pos- 
session. That will make father very angry, 
but right is right ; and he thought what you 
knew was of so much consequence, that he 
made me promise to go and bear witness 
myself if you could not be found," pursued 
Kitty, rather over-doing the case in her 
anxiety to support it. 

" Oh, that will be the right thing of course ! 
Nobody can lay hold of you, you know, and 
father will be forced to forgive you. But 
whatever is to become of me now !" 

In spite of the melancholy meaning of 
Will's exclamation, there was a tone of relief 
in it. He was, indeed, so accustomed to con- 
sider himself a creature of circumstances, the 
sport and plaything of any external power, 
that to feel prevented from appropriating 
that purse was a comforting assurance to his 
compliant conscience. The temptation was 
removed^ and he must turn to something 
more honest if possible ; he had no objec- 
tion, though what was before him was a very 
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hazy question. In the meantime his facile 
mind could interest itself in other little topics ; 
and as he had seen Miss Elton and her young 
brother in the Abbey Wood that afternoon, he 
connected her appearance there with Mr. For- 
rest's visit to the court. 

"Is that affair between Miss Elton and 
Mr. Forrest on again?" he asked. "She 
was not many yards off while he was here, 
and I should not wonder if she joined him 
after he left you." 

Kitty knew nothing about Mr. Forrest's 
love affairs; she did not think there could 
have been any thing serious between those, 
two, they did not look as if they were made 
for each other at aU. Miss Elton had often 
been to sit with her ; and though she had a 
quiet way with her, she did not seem to have 
gone through a disappointment in love. 

After a few general remarks Will was per- 
suaded to take a simply rational view of his 
present circumstances; and brother and 
sister were trying to look life in the face as 
it might show itself to either of them, when 
their father came home; and though Dan's 
acrid temper and unloving ways prevented 
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any pleasant interolianges, still he was not 
deBcient in the instinctive attributes of a man, 
and so suffered his errant son to take his 
place by the hearthstone for awhile. 



CHAPTER tX. 



THE EUINED OHAPBL. 



A BRISK spring shower came upon Mr. 
Forrest as lie left the Abbey Court, 
and he turned into the wood, knowing that 
by making his own path he could find the 
shortest way home. As he was passing the 
ruined chapel of the old abbey, he heard a 
highly-pitched child-like voice, which he soon 
distinguished as that of his former antagonist, 
Harry Elton. Thinking that Mary might pos- 
sibly be there too, he felt disposed to look in. 
Coming upon her in an irregular out-of-the- 
way manner, when he had so strictly avoided 
her in her own home, was quite in accordance 
with his rather loose and shifty mode of 
getting through life. He might very naturally 
have been driven to shelter in the quiet en- 
closure, so, climbing up by the tangled ivy 
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to an opening in the wall that had been a 
window, before the zealous Roundheads had 
done their duty by the sanctuary, he looked 
in. Mary had enthroned herself in a niche 
once occupied by a more stony-looking saint, 
and was engaged in putting all the heads of 
Harry's blue-bells together that he might 
carry them safely home, while he was poking 
his inquisitive httle nose, reverently enough 
to be sure, into the ancient font. A cry of 
pleased surprise from the child attracted 
Mary's attention and fixed Forrest to the 
spot. Harry had pulled the loosened font 
from the crumbling wall, and, thrusting his 
little hand into a newly-made hole, had 
drawn thence a purse of gold. 

" Mamie, this is the treasury and this is 
the abundance the rich people have cast in 1" 
he shouted, reahzing to himself immediately 
the pleasant Bible story. " I wonder where 
the widow's mite is, though?" he added, 
contemplatively, the eager hand feeling care- 
fully in the crevice again for something more. 

Looking down from his lonely height, 
Forrest took in the full significance of this 
treasure-trove. Daniel Fletcher was not 
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sufficiently knavish to appropriate the money 
that had come so strangely into his posses- 
sion, and yet he could not trust himself or 
his neighbours with the temptation at home. 
He had made up his mind not to give it up 
however — it was to lie hidden until it had 
done its part in the ruin of the master of 
Wyckam. It was thus Frederick Forrest 
read this little mystery, and he was right in 
his interpretation. 

A similar idea flashed through Mary Elton's 
mind; but before she could rise or think 
what to do, that pecuUar mesmeric attraction, 
which certainly exists between individuals 
whose sensibilities are under similar influ- 
ences, caused her to glance in the direction 
of Forrest's out-post, and their eyes as 
naturally met. He dropped down instantly, 
for he had the common dislike of being 
caught at a disadvantage ; yet, having been 
caught, it was desirable to make his position 
good, so he walked into the little desecrated 
chapel and, as easily as might be, explained 
himself. He and Mary talked together about 
this evil purse and its probable purpose in 
low, cautious tones, as if the detestably 
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Fletclier might be at hand. Theu* mutual 
confidence and evident interest put them at 
their ease ; but it was not in accordance with 
the precedents of the gay and gentlemanly 
Forrest to look so beaten and irresolute. 

" It is just as if some wretched fate were 
dogging me," he said. "I am doomed to 
know all about that money, when such know- 
ledge is sure to be my ruin. I could have 
sworn with as clear a conscience as Harry 
there, that I was ignorant of aught concern- 
ing it, tiU singing maiden Eve must write to 
tell me where it was, thinking I ought to 
know, because the miserable populace said I 
did know. Half an hour ago I could have 
taken my oath in innocence, and now there it 
is again to witness against me 1 " 

Harry's mild blue eyes looked displeased. 
" I did not think you put it there 1" he ex- 
claimed, dropping the purse back into its 
hiding-place. 

" But what evil can by any chance come 
upon ypu?" asked Mary anxiously, yet, as 
Forrest thought, with a shade of slight respect 
in her tone. She had heard all the unpleasant 
probabilities, but in his presence they seemed 
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most absurd, and she would have had them 
completely ignored by him. It was too absurd 
for Frederick Forrest to be intimidated by an 
ignorant and unbefriended weaver 1 

" I daresay I am a fool to think any thing 
about it; and no harm can possibly ensue if 
there is no false swearing," Forrest said ; and 
then lie paused and compelled a smile to 
move over his face, to hide the expression 
his consciousness must have called forth. 
For even he had been tempted to bear false 
witness. In the lonely miserable hours of 
which so many had been his latterly, when the 
idea of himself in the witness-box at the forth- 
coming trial, undergoing a fire of intensive 
questioning in the face of a world roused to 
a cynical suspicion of him by an insane 
enemy, had really made him almost beside 
himself, he had thought, if it were not for 
the admission he had made to Cameron, 
he might perhaps have denied any knowledge 
whatever of the stolen money. It was not 
the threat that Fletcher had made, and which 
the public had so readily endorsed, that made 
him shiver. No one could suppose that he 
had taken the money to apply it in any way 
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or for any purpose of his own ; but that he 
had sinister and unclean relations with this 
bandit and black-leg Jones could not perhaps 
be denied, at least its denial might involve 
too much ; and if a Fletcher swore that he 
had taken the purse to screen Jones, he 
might never be able to justify himself. Little 
Harry might have been following all these 
mental involutions; he had a child's in- 
stinctive hatred of an unnatural smile, and 
was watching with a weird, suspicious intent- 
ness. Mary looked so sympathetic, Forrest 
felt something of the old, pure charm steal 
over him. A wise, tender woman to advise, 
and give the pleasant, wholesome shelter of 
her love — ^what a blessing it would be ! 

" You, at any rate, are wise. Miss Elton, 
and will counsel me kindly,*' he said; and as he 
looked into her eyes, — a real trouble and some- 
thing like tenderness softening his own, — r 
how was it possible for Mary to be cold and 
self-possessed ? Yet in this moment of deep 
interest, there was very little of the jubilant 
feeling, that had made the interviews of the 
lovers in the old days so absorbing and 
delightful. She was indeed too pathetically 
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mixed up now with life's sad and sullying 
experiences to be easily influenced by sem- 
blances of the old charms. The exigencies of 
Forrest's critical position had also been too 
seriously impressed upon her imagination to 
dissolve before a smile, however insinuating 
and pleasant. The idea, therefore, of George 
Cameron, strong and helpful, asserted itself, 
coming in between her and Forrest, as if it had 
been lying in ambush, but, as it seemed, only 
for this Forrest's sake. So she said calmly, 

" Mr. Cameron is far wiser and will advise 
so much better ; let Harry cover up the purse 
again, and you can go directly and consult 
with him." 

" I would rather have your advice, even 
though it may not be so wise. It is more 
available, and will, I am sure, suit me better." 

Mary wished he would not look and speak 
with that insidious smile and insinuating tone ; 
she thought prompt and practical action was 
what was wanted just then. " I can advise 
nothing," she said; "but if I were in your 
place, I would send a constable to Daniel 
Fletcher and let him account for the conceal- 
ment of the money. Why should the in- 
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nocent suffer if the case can be made 
clear?" 

Mary's eyes shone and she felt as if she 
were taking a great liberty with this intricate 
affair. He appeared strangely blind to a 
plain, straightforward way of dealing with 
the chance, which must tell in his favour if 
ever he were called to account. She was 
still more surprised by the singularly involved 
way in which he took this simple suggestion. 

" I serve a Fletcher with a warrant ! " he 
exclaimed; " it would be impossible." Then 
he paused, looking confused and reluctant. 
Harry called to him to come and fix up the 
font, which he said was pinching him. The 
child was urgent to know what was going to 
be done with the purse, and having heard the 
Fletchers named, he wanted to take it to 
Kitty, who, being particularly pale and weak, 
and the recipient of some of his mother's 
good things, was, he supposed, the proper 
assignee of his treasure. 

Glad of a moment for reflection, Mr. Forrest 
turned to assist Harry. 

" Put the purse exactly where you found it, 
my little man," he said, in the old-fashioned. 
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constrained way some people have witli 
children— and which children always resent. 

Harry especially objected, his antagonism 
being fiilly aroused whenever his sister's lover 
addressed him. " I am not httle, nor a man, 
nor yours ; and the purse shall not go back 
into that dark hole!" he protested, with de- 
termined emphasis. 

" But it must go back, or you will get us 
all into trouble ; come, put it in, your small 
hand will go in better than mine," said 
Forrest. 

Seeing that a good deal of importance was 
being attached to him at this conjuncture, 
Harry naturally became possessed by an 
adverse spirit, and, tossing the purse into his 
sister's lap, he walked demurely out of the 
chapel. 

"What does he mean?" Forrest asked, 
a tinge of credulity shading his mind. 
" Would it be out of the order of possibilities 
for this strange thoughtful child to have some 
premonitions in this matter? Does he 
think you should take this money to the 
pohce, or even to Mr. Cameron? Per- 
haps it would be the wiser way to inform 
VOL. in, L 
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the police; it would certainly be the ordi- 
nary one." 

He was acting rather meanly in sug- 
gesting this devolvement of the responsi- 
bility, and he was ashamed of the fact and 
the reason. 

" I think it must go back to its hiding- 
place now, and you can decide what to do 
with it afterwards," said Mary, rising, the 
blue-bells in one hand and the purse of 
such evil portent in the other. She saw 
Forrest's reluctance to touch it, and so she 
put it again into the recess, and then drew 
back while the loosened font was carefully 
replaced. 

"Thank you. Miss Elton; your kindness 
has laid me under an obligation," Forrest's 
eyes were bent upon the ground, but he 
came close to her side as he added, "If it 
were not for the graciousness of soul that 
your face reflects, I should hesitate — nay, 
I'm a fool to be making speeches now. 
My fiiture is in your hands. Will you help 
me?" 

Mary trembled before him. The little 
chapel seemed to have lost walls and roof as 
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well as windows and doors — all was so 
limitless, so impalpable. The dreadful, 
lonely past was gliding away for ever, 
merging into a radiant calm, a love-bound 
futurity, with Frederick Forrest for its 
abiding lord! This feehng of charmed re- 
action from her long desolation only lasted 
a very few moments ; and the shadow fell all 
the heavier. An owl that had been solemnly 
to-whewing over their heads, rushed suddenly 
from its ivy-covered resting-place, and 
startled her into the consciousness of having 
made a strange mistake — surely, before he saw 
the beatified expression, that must have gone 
forth from her eyes ! 

He did not look up as he asked, in a 
low tone, "Will you suffer us to serve you 
with a subpoena for the coming trial of 
Captain Jones?" 

She started so, at this rude break to her 
sweet dream, that he glanced at the troubled 
face, and perceiving, as he thought, a shy 
reluctance, he explained quickly, " I mean 
simply a request that you will just say how I 
came to know, that the money was hidden 
here. It may not become a question at all ; 
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but if it should, you could silence Dan 
Fletcher at once, and save me an infinite 
amount of trouble and annoyance. May I 
rely upon you ? 

'' Certainly ! 

It was all she could say. It could be no 
very hard thing to appear before an indifferent 
crowd to speak a good word for an honourable 
and a wrongly-aspersed man — an occasion of 
self-gratulation indeed, if this inan were the 
lover and friend she used to believe in. But 
was he honourable? was he not forsworn 
and selfish ? was he not in a false position, 
and putting her in a false, even an invidious, 
position, by such a demand ? 

Either he did not perceive how her soul 
was being tossed and questioned, or he could 
not afford to observe her so closely, yet he 
was moved by her ready generosity. 

"Thank you yet again and again, dear 
Mary!" He put forth both hands in his 
pleased gratitude, as if he would warmly clasp 
hers ; but she let faU Harry's flowers in her 
bewilderment, and then stooped to gather 
them up, in which httle office Mr. For- 
rest courteously assisted. Then, with only 
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a quiet good-bye, she rejoined her wilful 
young brother, and went home. 

Fred Forrest stood for awhile looking and 
feeUng like one whose light has suddenly 
gone out in a dark, strange place. Could 
it be possible that he had been grossly 
deceiving himself in submitting his soul, as 
well as his material concerns, to a conven- 
tional standard of propriety which might, 
after all, be convertible to an overweening 
self-respect and its consequent mistakes ? 
He certainly felt very close upon this state of 
things, when he saw the last of Mary Elton's 
pretty, graceful figure, a bright gleam of 
evening sunlight falling across its dress, 
as the trees hid her from his eyes. 

If George Cameron could have known how 
close Forrest then was upon asking Mary to 
overlook his life-long mistake, and set him again 
in the old love-light, he would not have had 
to look far into his treasury of opprobrious 
epithets to find one to suit him. With 
his natural tendency to lean on a woman's 
sympathy, and his need of friendly devoted- 
ness, Forrest felt the temptation strongly. 
He knew enough of that tender enthusiasm 
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with whicli women rush into self-sacrifice 
for the one they have loved, if he is under 
a social shadow, to assure him that he 
should not ask in vain; yet he had 
withstood, and was quite desolate. They 
were both miserable in their separation ; 
but, perhaps, it was better that it should be 
so, for Mary's mind, with all its faithfulness, 
was a strong, and hardly-trained one, and 
must have been aroused sometime, to its 
utter dismay and his undoing. 

Such slight obstacles turn the current of a 
mortal's destiny, that had it not been for 
the curious, weak, wayward Harry, who was 
limping by the side of his silent, yet deeply 
agitated sister, Mr. Forrest would certainly 
have followed her — so blank and dismal a void 
life seemed, now that she had gone out of 
his sight — and if he had gone with that 
humble word of his, who could answer for 
the result? Would he not have been nearer 
and dearer to the tender, womanly heart, 
now that his self-complacency was so ruffled, 
and his pleasant lines so broken, than he had 
ever been ? Again and again he called himself 
a fool for his pains, as he reflected how he had 
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brought himself into this lonely and friend- 
less, yet shamefully public dilemma; for he 
was perfectly aware, that to plead his 
miserable cause in his present ill-starred 
condition, would be very ignominious; and 
even success would be hopelessly embittered. 
Yet Mary was just the sort of woman he 
would share his life with gladly, so soft and 
rose-like to look upon, so wise and withal so 
sweet to converse with — suggestive, rather 
than demonstrative — so that in her society he, 
Frederick Forrest, never quite knew which 
was the source of the fehcity; and this 
uncertainty has a wondrous charm to a 
somewhat self-interested soul. 

Mary was awake to all the involvements of 
this state of things; the glamour was 
assuredly falling from her eyes. She could 
not help perceiving, that there was something 
strangely wrong in the precedents, or there 
could not be this low, bad suspicion, this 
apparent inability to shake off the loathsome 
aspersion. Besides, though her hand had 
trembled in his clasp, and her heart had felt 
almost as tenderly as in the old proud time, 
the glory had gone out of the man. There 
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had not been a shadow of the old reverence. 
That question of the subpoena had been a 
cruel scorn. Passing through the shower- 
besprinkled wood, as hastily as her feeble 
brother's steps could follow, Mary pondered 
deeply over this rude break in her long^ 
thraldom, and she was now even more than 
unhappy — as who is not when an idol falls ? 

Harry's child-like remarks did not lighten 
her misery. He had got the notion into his 
head that Mr. Forrest was keeping some- 
body — Daniel Fletcher, most likely — out of 
his rights by his knowledge of this purse. 
He was sure he knew all about the deep hole, 
and had followed them into the old chapel to 
see that they did not take it away ; and he 
was going to keep it there, and he was as 
bad as Ananias, and he would swear falsely 
and be struck dead. 

Afterwards, when he heard the forthcoming 
trial talked about at home, and found that 
preparations were being made for his sister 
to attend in answer to her summons, which 
came relentlessly, he put all his crude 
fancies into some sort of form, and confirmed 
himself in his antipathy. 



CHAPTER X. 



THE ASSIZE WEEK. 



QO much importance Mr. Forrest attached 
to this appearance of Miss Elton as one 
of the witnesses, that he actually called to 
submit his request more formally, not being 
certain whether or not she would consider 
herself bound by his rather abrupt exaction of 
her promise in the Abbey Chapel. When 
assured that she was to be relied upon, he 
was further emboldened to ask her to be the 
guest of his cousins, who resided in the 
county-town and who had expressed a wish 
to have her with them during the assize 
week. Lucy Lawson would fetch her in her 
pony-carriage and see that she was properly 
attended, to and from the court. Mary could 
scarcely refuse this little courtesy without 
seeming to choose an unpleasantly isolated part. 
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Lucy, never sorry for any chance that 
could bring her to Wyckam Hall, was there 
ready to convey Mary on the day preceding 
the captain's trial ; and the inevitable Harry 
was so certain he should come to grief, if he 
were left behind, he was taken as a sheer 
necessity. Since the rupture between Mary 
and her Cousin Fred, Miss Lawson had been 
much more disposed to be friendly, and 
during the long, quiet drive she made 
several attempts at being kind and con- 
fidential. She also appeared to think some 
premonitory advice would not be ill bestowed. 

" Fred was so foohshly sensitive about this 
affair," she said, "he might look vexed or 
disturbed, and every change of countenance 
was noted down to a person's disadvantage 
and was considered to go against him; so 
that a heart of stone, and a face to corre- 
spond, were really the chief good to be 
prayed for. Then there was that opposing 
attorney, who was a most wretched, querulous 
being, though he was a relative; and who 
was so experienced in disreputable cases he 
could make the best man feel Uke a miserable 
sneak and outlaw, and look so of course. 
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He was sure to get hold of him and pull him 
all to pieces in the cross-examination." 

" And he will puzzle you too, Mary, if you 
give him the slightest hold. Just say you 
were sitting weaving flowers together, a long 
way from your brother, when he came acci- 
dentally upon the purse ; and that Mr. Forrest 
came into the chapel especially to see you." 

"How can I say that?" Mary asked 
abruptly. 

" Because it will be the best thing to say 
for him ; besides, he would not have gone in 
if he had not seen you. I know him well 
enough to answer for that," Miss Lawson 
retorted, with some sharpness. 

" But he heard Harry cry out about the 
money before he knew I was there at all — at 
least, I think so — and I have no reason to 
suppose he would have sought me there or any- 
where else. You know that, Miss Lawson." 

There was some little tone of resentment 
in Mary's voice as she protested thus against 
being called upon to lay her maidenly pride at 
Mr. Forrest's feet. 

" How dijBBcult it is to talk to you matter- 
of-fact, truth- worshipping people ! You never 
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can see any shading in things ; you ought to 
live at the north pole and spend your lives 
at arithmetic." 

Lucy spoke .warmly, but condescended to 
come quickly to the gist of her argument 
again. 

" You can hold your tongue, at any rate ?'* 

" Yes, I think so," said Mary, laughing. 

" But you must make up your mind even 
to do that. I have been in court many times 
during the assizes, and I know those barris- 
ters are just like the biologists : they can 
take their own identity out of their subjects 
and put in any moral consciousness they 
choose." 

" I have never been present at any trial, 
and feel rather nervous at the thought of 
being questioned by those dry-looking, clever 
lawyers ; but it seems to me that he must be 
a strangely-possessed person who could make 
me say any thing to harm any one if I did 
not wish to say it, or who could make Mr. 
Forrest look like a felon," Mary replied, brave 
in tone, though turning away her face, so that 
no . blush could radiate from underneath the 
close cottage-bonnet she wore. 



^ 
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After their arrival and an early tea Miss 
Lawson proposed that they should go to the 
public walks for an hour. She did not say 
that any appointment had been made, but 
appeared rather expectant and impatient of 
little Harry's perpetual presence. " What 
are we to do with him ? " she asked 
peevishly, as the child insisted upon going 
down one of the more sequestered paths, 
and pulled hard at Mary's hand to get her 
more to himself. " I wish boys were born 
grown-up, there is such an age of defiant 
struggle with everything that's pleasant and 
proper, from frocks to flirting. You had 
better go with him down there, he is making 
us quite conspicuous, and I particularly wish 
to keep well in the world's sight just now." 

Thus cast off by her mature companion, 
and led by Harry's lawless will, Mary was 
soon far away from the open, frequented 
paths, penetrating bowery recesses and inter- 
woven labyrinths, where ways and means 
seemed bent upon making common cause 
with sweet, alluring, and all- conquering ob- 
scurities. They found the wilderness and 
the warren, where wild creatures were ex- 
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pected to increase and replenish the perpetually 
desolated place, and to feel and act as though 
a region of inviolate space lay between them 
and the prying eyes of a peccant humanity. 
These mysterious solitudes had a strong 
effect upon the boy, and he insisted upon 
ha\dng a game at bears ; so Mary was com- 
pelled to make a great polar bear of herself, 
and to sprawl along the ground and growl in 
a most wonderful and inhuman fashion. At 
first Harry's terror was of course feigned; 
but their mutual acting gained the better of 
his reason, and his impressionable young soul 
was soon wrought upon till he got into a 
paroxysm of fright ; and after running at the 
top of his speed to the place where they had 
left Miss Lawson, he paused for breath, and 
then, seeing Mary in pursuit of her wild little 
victim, either imagination or humour got the 
mastery, and he threw himself on his knees 
and uplifted his clasped hands, crying out, 
very franticly, " Lord, deUver me .from 
this dreadful bear !" 

Mary caught him up, feeling very much 
shocked, for the fervour was rather ill-timed 
and startling. 



THE ASSIZE WEEK. 159 

" Hush, child I That is very naughty,'* 
said she, putting down his hands. 

" Naughty to say my prayers, Mamie, when 
I am frightened ?" 

" But you were not frightened really : we 
were only playing, you know." 

" Must I only say my prayers when I am 
sleepy and don't want to ?" 

A hearty laugh caused Mary to raise her 
eyes from the inconvenient little pietist's 
face: Fred Forrest and Lucy Lawson were 
looking on, intense amusement overspreading 
the lady's face. 

" I would almost as soon have the getting- 
up of my grandmother's old lace as a child," 
said she, while her expressive regard of poor 
Harry nearly annihilated him. 

" I think this is the first time I have been 
mistaken for a bear. Miss Elton," Mr. Forrest 
remarked, naturally concluding that it was 
his unexpected appearance that had evoked 
this ebulhtion on the part of his youthful and 
tiny foe. 

Mary was beginning to explain that she 
was the bear of the drama, when Lucy 
Lawson said, with abrupt seriousness, *^ Fred 
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has sometliing particular to say to you, 
Mary, and you must go with him down this 
path as far as Coot's island. Walk slowly, 
and I will take Harry to see the monkeys, 
and then join you." 

"No, thank you; I will go with Mamie 
— ^but not with Fred," the child protested, 
with much determination in his frightened 
face. 

Blushing for his rudeness and the strange 
order she had just received, and much dis- 
concerted by the reserved courtesy with 
which Mr. Forrest requested her company 
alone for a few minutes, Mary pushed Harry 
away and turned in the direction indicated ; 
while the trembling boy, dragged forward by 
Miss Lawson's relentless hand, did not re- 
cover from the unusual shock to his feelings, 
till he foimd himseK stilled by a counter- 
shock of disgust and horror before the monkey- 
house. 

A casual wanderer coming from Coot's 
island and meeting a handsome but rupsome 
gentleman and lady — the one speaking in 
earnest, dejected tones, the , other listening 
with a dismay that seemed too much for her 
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strength — ^passed them with a shy glance of 
sympathy for the sorrows to which lovers 
have always been so prone. 

A half-interpreted sentence might have 
reached the stranger's wiUing ear : " Selfish 
as it may seem to you — and to me now — I 
thought I might redeem myself through you." 

Miss Lawson was at the appointed place 
before them. Enduring and self-possessed, 
and endowed with the sweet spirit of mercy 
as Mary Elton was, Forrest and his cousin 
had reckoned too much on her strength, and 
on the presumption that some indifierence 
must have resulted from her old lover's long 
neglect. She had been so overcome by that 
which he had to tell, as to feel for some time 
the impossibility of going forward by his side 
and meeting Lucy's enlightened eyes. She 
had told him, in tones very unlike her own 
gentle and reverent tones, to go away and 
never to think of seeing her face again. She 
had been too indignant to weep, and then had 
wept passionately because he had suffered in 
making her sufEer. When she and Forrest 
appeared at last, her eyes were dry and 
bright, and her step was firm and dignified, 

VOL. III. M 



•% 



162 ONLY EVE. 

but she looked as if nothing in the world 
could concern her more ; and Lucy, for once 
in her life, was touched and silent. The 
eager, innocent joy of Harry at seeing his 
sister, helped them all. 

Mr. Forrest made a silent bow and went 
to his hotel, awaiting the ^ morrow. Lucy 
took Mary's arm and led her towards her 
home. Nq word was spoken till they reached 
the door, when Miss Lawson asked if she 
would prefer remaining untroubled during 
the trial, or if she intended to keep her 
promise and speak up for Fred. 

" I have left it with him ; if he needs me, I 
shall be ready," said Mary, " We will say 
good-night now." 

In her heart she hoped Fred's difficulties 
would not be so exigent as to require her 
voice to be lifted up ; but she was prepared 
to accompany Miss Lawson to the Assize 
Courts in the morning. For once the thou- 
sand and one little exactions of a fashionable 
attire had been to some good purpose : Lucy 
had had no time to talk to her, and was too 
much engaged with her own charms to notice 
Mary's miserable appearance, and she knew 
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better than to trouble her with inconvenient 
observations. 

Having no particular occupation or interest 
in any thing, Lucy was a regular frequenter 
of the courts, and her well-known and hand- 
some presence was an easy introduction for 
her and her companion. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



THE TEIAL. 



rTHE free, convivial characteristics of the late 
happy and flourishing army agent were 
greatly modified as he stood at the bar 
awaiting his trial. As the leading circum- 
stances of the highway robbery, in which 
Captain Jones was presumptively so deeply 
concerned, have been narrated already, the 
evidence of the cheesefactor and the host of 
the half-way house need not be recorded. 
Mr. Forrest was the third person placed in 
the witness-box for the prosecution. Under 
the examination to which he was subjected, his 
demeanom*, naturally so courteous (Cameron, 
in one of his acute moods, had said he would 
apologize to a cat if he trod upon her toes), was 
almost distressingly urbane. Forrest might 
have been a special pleader instead of a disin- 
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terested witness, yet he was very generally 
admired, a certain pathetic tremor softening 
the lines of his handsome face and modulating 
his rich voice. He never looked towards the 
prisoner, seldom indeed raising his eyes lest 
he might meet the gaze of any one; when he did 
look up their expression was slightly timid 
and deprecatory. He had been flattered and 
pleased all his life, and knew he had but to 
show his face and make his graceful bow to 
be welcomed and made interesting; it was 
not likely, therefore, that he should feel at 
ease when a clever, antagonistic and most 
keen barrister persisted in a close and imper- 
tinent cross-examination, his hardly-Uned 
face declaring war to the death against every- 
thing but naked truth, and his wig exhibiting 
more wiry hair and stiffer cuiis than any 
other man's head could show. 

Mr. Forrest's evidence was all given man- 
fully enough to satisfy most people, with the 
exception of this rather excessive courtesy; 
and when he told how he alone had gone up 
the step-ladder into the hay-loft, in defiance 
of all caution and in the face of a certain 
peril, a thrill fluttered through the close ranks 
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of sympathetic ladies and made some men look 
proud of him. When he said that in kicking 
about the hay in the dark loft he had stirred 
up an animated something, which, to his great 
surprise, assumed to itself the voice of Cap- 
tain Jones, declaring that he would not have 
surrendered to any other man in England, 
the lawyers round the baize-covered table 
exchanged glances, and this iron-browed 
barrister who held the prisoner's brief dotted 
down something with a vehement spirt. 

Eising, when ^all had apparently been said, 
this acute antagonist thrust his hands into 
his pockets as if his determination were too 
much for him, and with a confiding nod to 
the public, which said, plainly as speech, " This 
fine gentleman is not going to take us in," he 
directed himself against Mr. Forrest in a 
manner that made Mary's blood tingle and 
Mr. Cameron set his teeth at him. With 
every question those resolute hands were dug 
deep into his pockets, as if they were never to 
come out again, and that wise head was 
jerked impetuously. With each answer he 
received, the hands wore as suddenly with- 
drawn, as if they had some occult affinity 
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1;vitii the evidence, and his assured smile 
seemed to say to all present, that he had got 
precisely what he expected, as they all very 
well knew. 

" I understood you to say, sir, that the 
prisoner at the bar remarked, he would not 
have surrendered to any other man in Eng- 
land — why, do you suppose, did he make 
this special exemption in your favour ?'' This 
question was hurled at Mr. Forrest twice 
before he replied distinctly enough to suit his 
cross-questioner. 

"I don't know, of course, exactly. Perhaps, 
knowing me, he thought I should try to help 
. him with a good word or two." 

This answer could not but sound absurdly 
mild, and pointed the next question veno- 
mously. 

" What earthly cause could you have given 
this Captain Jones — excuse mo, gentlemen, if I 
use a false style, the prisoner is so called in 
the indictment — what cause could you have 
given this suspected highwayman for looking 
to you for a good word?" 

" I said, knowing me, he might expect it. 
Such things are not unprecedented, I hope?" 
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" Keep to the point, sir. We have no time 
for moral reflections. You acknowledge that 
there was an intimacy between yon, Mr. For- 
rest of Wyckam Hall, I believe, and this 
prisoner at the bar ?" 

There was a murmured interruption firom 
the judge: "Not intimacy, witness merely 
said, * knowing him.' *' 

Bowing his acknowledgment of the correc- 
tion, the barrister proceeded, "You, Mr. 
Forrest of Wyckam Hall, and Captain Jones 
were old acquaintances — I have no desire to 
be intrusive upon private friendships, but it 
is necessary that we should know what great 
favour you had already conferred upon Cap- 
tain Jones, that he should look for help from 
you in such a strange emergency as arrest for 
highway robbery." 

" I may not have conferred any great 
favour; the captain was a tenant of mine,'* 
Forrest replied obligingly, though the court 
pronounced against the question. 

" And paid his rent punctually, no doubt ?" 
This was said with a contemptuous grimace. 
"Did it ever occur to you that when you 
were remitting this tenant^s rent, year after 



THE TEIAL. 169 

year, you were laying yourself under an obli- 
gation to him?" 

" Certainly not ; how could I ? Besides, I 
did not remit his rent altogether." 

" You were already under an obligation to 
Captain Jones and remitted his rent, or, in 
other words, suffered him and his family to 
occupy a house of yours rent-free, in Hquida- 
tion of that obligation?" Forrest's perse- 
cuting questioner could not have looked wiser 
and better satisfied with hinciself, if he had 
accounted for the perversity of human nature 
in the face of its evident good. 

" I never said my tenant's rent was re- 
mitted, and don't suppose he ever made any 
such statement." 

" Probably not ; when a man is on his 
oath we draw inferences from his reserva- 
tions. We know his rent was remitted ; and 
we must know why. What was the nature of 
the obHgation under which you lay to Jones ?" 

Forrest looked confused, and paused ; but 
as every eye was upon him in expectation of 
a reply, and as those two keen, relentless 
eyes fixed him, he must give his answer 
somehow. 
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"I had a mind to try my hand at rouge-et- 
noir when I was young and inexperienced, and 
therefore curious and bold, and Jones, who 
was an old player, warned and saved me from 
some trouble. I object to these questions, 
but would rather reply to them than not, 
my lord," Forrest said, bowing to the judge, 
who evidently thought the crisp wig was diffi- 
cult, and even more out of order than usual. 

"That was at one of the Badens in eighteen 
hundred and ?" 

Forrest looked up surprised. " Yes." 

" Were you alone on that journey ?" 

After some hesitation the witness said, 
" Not quite." 

" You were not quite alone ! Now, my 
lord, what evidence is this ? Surely there is 
no mediate state between being alone and not 
alone ? Do you mean to swear that you were 
accompanied by an animal or a ghost ?" The 
learned counsel laughed cynically, and seemed 
to expect the court to share his humour, but 
Forrest looked distressed and carried the 
sympathy with him. 

" I was not accompanied by an animal or a 
ghost," he said. 

" Yet you were not quite alone ? I have 
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known women who would come very near to 
this idea of nullity. Were you accompanied 
by a woman ?" Counsel looked as if he had 
made a great hit. 

Mr. Forrest's Kps quivered and his brow 
was damp and white. He appeared unable 
to give voice to a reply, and looked towards 
the counsel for the prosecution as if for some 
alleviation. 

The barrister rose instantly and asked, 
"Who is the responsible person in the 
defence, as there is evidently some secret 
sinister motive at work ?" 

An irrepressible attorney ejaculated, " The 
prisoner. Captain Jones, I should think!" 

" I cannot permit the witness to be brow- 
beaten in this way, and I insist upon an 
answer to my question, as a witness who is 
yet to be examined has declared that every 
sovereign in the stolen purse should be used 
in exposing the gentleman now under exami- 
nation." 

His lordship said the question was irregular. 

"I beg your lordship's pardon, but it is 
quite as regular as inquiring into the private 
relationships of a witness." 

" That remains to be seen. My questions 
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are all leaders to the main point, the discredit 
of my client's principal and most obnoxious 
witness." Tliis was said by the prisoner's 
counsel with a candour somewhat rare under 
the circumstances, but he knew his ground 
and never trod lightly. 

" I do not impugn my learned friend's 
acuteness or candour, but I submit that he 
has accepted a tainted case."^ 

Before Forrest's plain-deahng friend could 
say any more he was silenced by the judge, 
^s being quite too definite. . " I shall have 
my swing in the cross of the next witness," 
he said, to avenge himself as he sat reluctantly 
down; while his grim antagonist continued, — 

" It was not your mother who accompanied 
you on that little tour when you were not 
quite alone?" 

" No." 

" Come, who was it ? Was it your wife ?" 

There was such a sensation in the hall 
at this preposterous question, such an uni- 
versal conviction that Fred Forrest, the 
comely bachelor of Wyckam Hall, could but 
look overwhelmed and abashed, that no 
answer was expected of him. Only one 
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florid lady, with bold black eyes, looked with 
a singular expression of pity and anxiety, and 
another more difl&dent maiden bowed her head 
low upon her breast. 

" Never mind ; we know it was your wife," 
the hard, jeering voice declared. ** Now tell 
us, was that the first time Captain Jones saw 
your wife ? '' 

Forrest's lips parted, but only a sigh 
escaped. He wiped his brow, and appeared 
reluctant to issue again even from the flimsy 
obscurity of his pocket-handkerchief. After 
some little waiting, inexpressibly painful to 
himself, and perhaps to a few others, he took 
heart and said, with some spirit, " I protest 
against this mode of cross-examination, my 
lord. The learned counsel for the defence 
has either mistaken this for the prisoner's 
box or he is strangely oblivious of the dignity 
of his part." 

Something so like applause stirred the so 
recently hushed assembly, the judge glanced 
round, with stem rebuke on his lowering brow. 
He never liked the badgering system of ob- 
taining evidence, but it was still more objec- 
tionable to have the court contemned. The 
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nascent approbation was quickly suppressed, 
but the irritable barrister thought well to 
withdraw his question, though his manner was 
even more scornful and insinuating. 

"I need not press this question," he 
remarked ; and added, with his unpleasantly 
suggestive emphasis, "We know the prisoner 
at the bar afterwards married this nuUity — 
this woman ; and we conclude that it was in 
consideration of this favour that he expected 
help from you, when apprehended for a high- 
way robbery." 

A seething sound, like some angry force 
in repression, interrupted him for a few 
seconds; but he applied his interrogation, and 
the people were too anxious to hear to sustain 
their manifestation. 

" Did you tell Captain Jones you would 
answer for his innocence ? " 

" No." 

" Did you promise to render him what help 
you could ? " 

"No." 

"What was it that passed between you 
during those five or six minutes that you and 
Captain Jones were together in the hay-loft?" 
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" We were not together half a minute. 
There are people here who will swear that 
I was not out of their sight ten seconds." 

" We will wait, if you please, till their turn 
comes. What passed between you and 
Captain Jones while you were together ? " 

" When I had kicked the ha;y about and 
stumbled upon the captain, I exclaimed, 
' Is this you, captain ? I wouldn't have had 
this happen for a good deal I ' And he 
replied, ' I surrender to you, but would not 
have done to any other man in England.'" 

" Was that all ?" 

" He said something about my getting him 
off." 

'' For the sake of the Virgin Mary ? " 

Forrest smiled in spite of his chagrined 
position. " Have it so, if it please you," he 
said. 

'' For whose sake was it, then, sir ? " 

" For the sake of the Madonna, I suppose 
you mean." 

" And does not that amount to the same 
thing?" 

*'Well, not exactly, I should imagine, in 
this case at least." 
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"You are not asked to imagine, sir — ^you 
are on your oath. Who is this Madonna ? " 

" Only that nullity you spoke of just now," 
Forrest replied. ^ His was not a disposition 
to succumb for long, and he was goaded to 
flippancy. 

"Will you swear you took nothing from 
him, no purse or money to conceal from those 
who were waiting to take him into custody?'^ 

Knowing the evil report that had been 
spread, Mr. Forrest's eyes flashed, and he 
raised his head with a quick gesture expressive 
of proud contempt ; but, recollecting himself, 
he condescended to say, " I swear I received 
neither purse nor money at Captain Jones's 
hand." 

" Will you swear that neither directly nor 
indirectly any knowledge of such purse or 
money has been conveyed to you ? " 

Forrest bent his proud head again and was 
silent. The question was repeated with 
venom, when, for the first time, he glanced 
towards the prisoner. Jones was not proof 
against the strong impulse that moved him. 
He directed a most eloquent look of appeal 
to the witness, which evidently added a 
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new trouble to his already overfreighted 
soul. 

Mr. Cameron, who had been waiting for 
this moment with inexpressible anxiety, and 
who had been so fearful lest it should escape 
him, rose up and bent his ear that he might 
catch the witness's reply. His large, rugged 
head so suddenly introduced could not but 
be seen ; perhaps it gave the httle fillip the 
perturbed Forrest needed. At any rate, the 
answer came. 

" No — I will not swear to that." 

"Did whatever information you have re- 
ceived come in any form from the prisoner 
at the bar ? " 

" No." 

The counsel for the defence sat down 
precipitately, simply saying "he was satis- 
fied," but looking as triumphantly wicked as 
if he had been a certificated Mephistopheles. 

This scene, revealing as it had done some- 
thing of the grievous wrong Daniel Fletcher 
had experienced through Mr. Forrest, had 
added to his eagerness to get himself avenged. 
He scarcely waited to be summoned, and in 
his statements was continually confounding 
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the last witness with, the prisoner. He had 
no direct evidence to give either for or 
against Captain Jones, and was only sub- 
poenaed on his son's account ; whose recent 
relations with the captain were not unsuspected. 
Several times this spontaneous witness had 
to be called back to the point at issue, so 
bent was he on making head- way against his 
old foe. He had sufficient self-respect to 
suppress his sister's name, but it was plain 
to all that he was personally connected with 
the woman who had given rise to the grim 
humour of the defendant's counsel. 

The prosecution could make nothing out 
of Fletcher ; he did not mean to inculpate his 
son, and took care to keep him clear, 
evading and forswearing himself with re- 
markable coolness and consistency. 

^' And now," he exclaimed, in his high, 
unpleasant tones, as if he were reading 
from a book, "I have something more to 
say that may or may not concern those 
here present. Any of you gentlemen as 
choose may go to the Abbey Chapel at our 
place — a mile or two out of Framborough it 
is — and in a cranny in the old wall, behind a 
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sort of stone basin that has got loose, you 
will find a wash-leather purse, such as men 
use who have much dealings with money. 
It is nearly full of sovereigns, I never counted 
them, for I was dazed-like at the sight and 
the finding of them there. Now who put 
that purse there ? Who but Squire Forrest of 
Wyckam Hall? I see him myself a-haunting 
of the place — I followed him in^ and found 
the purse there." 

At this juncture, while the judge was 
saying something to somebody in authority 
and the barristers were talking to each other 
about this unprecedented turn affairs were 
taking, Mr. Cameron hurried out of court. 
Mr. Forrest attempted to follow him, but 
was detained ojB&cially, it appeared. He felt, 
indeed, as if under arrest, either at his 
country's indication or his own inner con- 
sciousness. 

Daniel Fletcher was hotly cross-examined. 
Did he see Mr. Forrest put the purse there ? 
"Not exactly." Did he speak to him? "No." 
What led him to go to that very cranny? 
"It looked loosened, and he thought he 
would see why." 

N 2 
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Nothing was educed; but one man had 
sworn away the fair fame, perhaps the life, 
of another ; and Providence at present leaves 
men to fight out their own cause, without 
creating a special and divinely accredited 
avenger. 

Mary Elton saw Mr. Forrest's shoulder 
touched by a sceptre-like thing; and knew 
what that touch implied. She thought his 
eye sought her from amongst the crowd in 
which she was standing ; she was sure a call 
from some sphere, earthly or otherwise, 
reached her ear, and she felt drawn out of 
herself and compelled to speak. One attempt 
failed to attract attention, there was, such a 
hubbub in the court. A second time she 
raised her fine young voice, it did not tremble 
or hesitate, she was acting so unconsciously : 
" My lord, this man has told a lie." 

Every one turned towards this young lady 
who stood up and spoke so firmly, and yet 
looked so perfectly modest and refined, and 
who repeated her assertion, " Daniel Fletcher 
is bearing false witness." 

The court was naturally disposed to cour- 
tesy towards this brave but gentle girl ; and. 
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as it was discovered that she had been served 
with a subpoena, she was placed in the witness- 
box. But alas, for the chivalry of woman- 
hood I She could only tell the little story of 
her visit to the chapel with her young brother, 
of the shower of April rain, and the weaving 
of the flower- wreath, and the discovery of the 
treasure. Then, after a moment's hesitation, 
a blush softened the marble-like face, and 
she added, " Mr. Forrest came in to us, to 
shelter also, and was as much surprised as 
we were to see the purse in such a place." 

Habit, or his natural disposition, was nearly 
overmastering the cynical barrister's better 
judgment and spoiling his case. He rose 
with that self-sufficient, uncivilly familiar 
manner wtich had made him personally so 
objectionable yet often successful, and was 
beginning to cross-examine Mary Elton as 
ruthlessly as he had done Mr. Forrest. Indeed 
there appeared a fairer chance now of enjoy- 
ing his peculiar humour. He was hissed at 
the commencement of his attack, for there 
is a good amount of kindly sentiment in 
public; but he managed to insert a few 
poignancies. So when Mary ceased speaking. 
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and tlie consciousness of her position made 
her turn in the vain desire to escape and 
hide jfrom all those eyes, he remarked, " To 
be sure, my dear young lady, we understand 
aU about this. Mr. Forrest, being a sort of 
lover of every pretty girl he knows, followed 
you into the chapel at the old abbey. It was 
quite natural that he should be there to help 
twine the garlands and see you pleasantly 
through the thunder-storm. We take him to 
be a general lover, you know ; because if he 
were a particular one, the fact would militate 
against your evidence. Still, from what we 
know of the ruling passions of men, it is just 
as probable that he had been in the chapel 
before, and was hovering about the scene for 
the sake of his hidden treasure ; for whatever 
a man's first love may be, his second is pretty 
sure to be gold." 

Unmistakable signs of disapproval from 
the higher region of the court saved Mary 
from further impertinence, and after two or 
three explanations she was suffered to go 
down. 

Mr, Cameron met her immediately; and 
thanked her with a smile and gentle courtesy 
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that were more welcome to her just then than 
any less homelike sunshine 6ould have been. 
She took his arm and he led her quickly out 
of the place. 

*'You are wanted again, Mary; but in a 
very different way," he said, still walking 
fast and pressing her forwrad. " Perhaps you 
did not know that Kitty Fletcher is here. 
Forrest and I brought her last night, expect- 
ing this lie from Dan. She knows all about 
the stolen purse, and was quite willing to come 
to save her father, as she said, from doing any 
one such a wrong; but it has been too much for 
her. I am afraid she is very ill. I went to fetch 
her when that false evidence was spoken, but 
she cannot be moved, and asked to see you.*' 

They stopped at a house just at hand ; and 
both went in to Kitty's apartment, a small 
room hired for the night. 

It had been too much for her indeed, and 
Kitty would never go home again, at least 
not to the pleasant Abbey Court she thought 
worth living for. But she was not dismayed 
or taken by surprise, only anxious and grieved 
that the purpose of her journey had been 
frustrated. 



184 ONLY EVE. 

" So fether Las done as lie threatened against 
Mr. Forrest, Miss Elton?'* she said, as soon as 
she saw Mary; and then the bad cough and 
the lost breath had to be overcome before she 
could continue. " I am so sorry, chiefly for 
poor father, because he has done wrong and 
will be very wretched sometime, when he 
returns to his right mind. I couldn't go to 
stop him." 

Mary tried to soothe her with comforting 
words; she too was sorry, had been very 
wretched; but life's miseries get strangely 
modified and transfigured before such a 
vast change as encompasses the dying. 
Worldly follies and earthly loves will some- 
times become sacred responsibihties, or fade 
in the rarer atmosphere. 

" Never mind about me. Miss Elton," said 
Kitty, in her simple, faithful way ; " I shall 
come all right in a Uttle time; because I 
couldn't help it. I want to tell you how it 
can be mended. Will knows, and perhaps 
if he were here now I could persuade him to 
speak. Will is a coward and a foolish boy, 
but he is not bad." 

" Where is he now?" Mr. Cameron asked. 
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" At home, in Abbey Court ; unless- 



a 



He did not wait for the alternative ; but, 
thinking it was just possible that the trial 
would last over two or three hours, and that 
if it lasted three hours. Will Fletcher might 
be brought up and made to confront his 
father and expose the falsity of his evidence, 
he pressed a chaise and two good horses into 
the attempt, and, embuing the postilion with 
his own zeal, was at the George Hotel in 
Framborough in an hour and a quarter. With 
a police-officer to get the purse he hastened 
through the by-ways to the abbey, and, fearing 
to frighten away his shy quarry if he showed 
himself too soon, he sent one of the children of 
the court to tell Will there was a messenger 
from his sister, who was taken ill, waiting for 
him. The errand was accomplished, for though 
WiU was evidently very much startled when he 
saw who the messenger was, and seemed quite 
disposed to decamp, Mr. Cameron's hand was 
on him, and having got the purse, they all 
hurried back to the court. 

On the road Will was told what had been 
. done and what was required of him. Kitty's 
critical condition affected his foolish, but not 
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hard, heart so sensibly that he did not make 
any decided objection to do what she had said 
he must do. Only when they got out and 
were 'going into the Assize Court he trembled 
very much, and said, " I am giving myself up 
after all. You won't let them deal very hard 
with me ?" 

. " Speak the truth, like a man, and I don't 
think it will go very hard with you," Mr. 
Cameron replied; adding, partly to himself, the 
reflection, which, however unflattering, was 
consoling to the lad, "he looks like such a 
young fool they won't transport him." 

But was he in time ? 

Hurried and impetuous as Mr. Cameron 
had been, he had not omitted to leave a 
notification with the prosecutor's counsel of 
the serious illness of a very important 
witness, and also of his errand. The cheese- 
factor, naturally desirous of losing no chance 
that might aid in the discovery of his missing 
gold, had managed to get the trial lengthened 
out beyond any apparent necessity, as many 
of the weary waiters thought, because he 
believed in Cameron and trusted his promise. 

Though every one knew the prisoner's 
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attorney had no scruples, and though Jones 
had not any one except Dan Fletcher and a 
stranger to speak for him, there was so little 
strongly-defined evidence against him his 
acquittal seemed probable. His lordship had 
remarked that the case might have been 
better prepared, and the jury were in trepi- 
dation lest they should not be able to put 
this bete noir out of their nightly rides, this 
disturbing ghost from their firesides. Little 
scraps of paper circulated amongst the law- 
yers as if they were trying to lighten their 
existence by some passing game of wits. They 
were demurring as to the expediency of 
obtaining the deposition of this witness 
whose illness was so inopportune, when Mr. 
Cameron entered with his captive. Before 
he could realize his actual presence in a court 
of justice or think of any subterfuge, Will 
Fletcher was in the witness-box and com- 
pelled to speak to some issue. At the instant 
the long-pent-up dread of being caught 
broke into a wild terror, and he was as un- 
poised as a hysterical girl. He felt as if a 
mighty flood were bearing him away, whither 
he knew not, but all was dark and painful ; 
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and then suddenly those dreadful waters 
subsided and left him denuded of every sort 
of screen or coigne of refuge, while all those 
people and judge! and jury were sitting in 
judgment on him. • Then, as the case is with 
people in a great personal strait sometimes, he 
seemed lifted out of his immediate conscious- 
ness and lived again some of those intenser 
moments the past held for him. He was in 
a bright room in a hvely London house, 
where he had once been so strangely happy ; 
and his beautiful Cousin Eve, in her gorgeous 
oriental dress, was talking to him, half 
mockingly, half tenderly. He heard her voice 
saying, " You will never be a man till you 
have been caught and tried and suflTered." 

This vision might have been sent to save 
him, for he took heart of the Httle grace and 
spoke out like a man. 

" I knew nothing of Captain Jones except 
that he was the husband of my aunt and 
lived with her in the old farm-house in Fen 
Lane. I went to live with them, to take care 
of the horses that were kept in the under- 
ground stable that Dick Turpin used there. 
We stayed in the house most part of the day- 
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time to have our moals and rest ourselves, 
because we were out a good deal at night." 

Here a grizzled head suddenly started up 
to point some question, when another rose 
as suddenly to silence it. 

"Let the witness alone; he knows what 
he is about." 

This recognition of his tact and capacity 
renewed Will's spirit, and he repeated, with 
more confidence, " Because we were generally 
out at night, playing cards or chess in the 
large towns. He was a fine hand at chess, 
was the captain, and accepted many of the 
challenges that appeared in the newspapers ; 
but I think he made the best thing of the 
cards. I did not often play, and should 
have managed better with more practice ; my 
finessing put thom out, they said." 

The pens that had been going as if they 
all belonged to one governing hand, paused 
simultaneously, and a stern, practical voice 
asked, *^ What put them out, sir P" 

" My finessing." 

** What is that ? a sort of cheating ?" 

"Well, it is not exactly cheating, you 
know — it requires rather more intellect ; but 
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I 

it has to be done cleverly and witli a sort of 
system, or it misleads your partner and is 
not more useful than plain cheating would 
be/' 

Will was in danger of gliding into a high 
and patronizing style while on his favourite 
topic, till reminded, unfeelingly, to go on. 

"We used to ride home together in the 
small hours of the morning after the bets 
were settled. One night, I believe it was 
the night in which the robbery was com- 
mitted between the Spinnies," the witness 
made a fuU stop and fixed his gaze upon the 
prisoner. It was the first time he had ob- 
served his presence there, and appeared to be 
the first time he had realized that he was 
witnessing against him and in his sight. 

Captain Jones returned the gaze, but 
quietly ; and, without a shade o£ anger or fear 
passing over his clever and good-humoured 
face, he said, ** Go on, lad, you haven't to 
mind me now." 

There was a little diflBculty in Will's throat 
to be got over, and then he continued his story. 

" The night of the highway robbery be- 
tween the Spinnies, I think the captain went 
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out alone, and he never came back. . The 
beautiful black horse he rode came home by 
himself an hour or so before daybreak. I 
heard him come and let him in to the stable. 
You have to go through the house to get 
into the stable, and through the coal-cellar 
and a long, dark passage. It is not a lively 
place . to be in by oneself at night ; but the 
horse was very sensible and good-natured, 
and I had to groom him well and clean his 
harness. I was cleaning the saddle, which 
was a good deal splashed — it was a fine 
foreign-made saddle, very curious, with a 
strong peaked front, and pockets in it — when 
I came upon a purse of money in one of the 
pockets." The witness paused, his smooth, 
ruddy face was much disturbed, for he had 
gone through much tribulation of spirit on 
account of that incontinent discovery ; and 
he could not help wondering whither his con- 
fessions were leading him and his late master. 
The pens of the ready writers were all in 
air, and every eye was turned upon the 
prisoner at the bar. He bore the ordeal 
without any other sign than the momentary 
lowering of his great dark eyes. 
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" I always carried my purse in that pocket, 
it was the safest way," Jones said, in his fiill, 
gentle tone of voice. 

The captain, being a man of stratagems and 
resources, never accredited Will with so much 
simplicity as to suppose he would ever de- 
scribe or deliver up that purse. He knew 
that it had not been recognized at present, 
and concluded that his young nephew had 
it in safe keeping, and meant that it should 
be so. There was no need, then, for dis- 
quieting himself. Nothing could be proved 
against him so long as the money was not 
his accuser. As the witness appeared in- 
capable of getting on alone, a barrister rose 
and asked, with the potency of a Fate, what 
he did with' the purse of money when he 
had found it. 

" I hid it under the coals, thinking the 
captain would come home every minute," 
Will replied, almost thankful for the tonic. 

"But the captain did not get home at all ; 
so what did you do with the money after- 
wards ?" 

" I hung about the place till dayhght, and 
then went to the half-way house to see about 
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Mm. He stayed there sometimes for a day or 
two at a stretch. There I learned that this 
robbery had happened, and that the con- 
stable was on the captain's heels. The ostler 
told me this. He said a party had gone to 
the farmhouse to search for him. Of course 
I did not believe a word of it, but I was not 
for going back just while the place was so 
hot. For an hour or two I kept in the fields, 
yet could not help keeping a watch for the 
result of the search that was going on ; and I 
saw them taking the captain away in a coach, 
with handcuffs on him. Then I went back 
to the stable, but every thing was gone, the 
horses too, so it was no longer any place 
for me, and I went home." 

"You are on your oath, young man!" 
the irresistible questioner asserted. " Do 
you mean to swear that the purse of money 
was gone with the horses when you returned 
to the stable?" 

" No, I don't swear about the money at all." 

" But you must. What did you do with 
the money when you returned to look for it 
amongst the coals ?^' 

Feeling as if the cold, grey eye of this Fate 

VOL. III. 
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had been upon him all the time, Will shivered, 

and said, " I took it home with me." 
" What, to yom- father's house ?'* 
" Yes, I left it there and went to London 

directly." 

" Did you give it up to your father ?" 

" No ; I did not -see my father." 

" To whom did you give the money ?" 

" To my sister Kitty, the girl that is so ill, 

and who would have been here instead of me 

if she could." 

Will put the broad back of one of his 

hands before his eyes, for Mr. Cameron had 

told him that Kitty could not live to go 

home again. 

" Cannot this girl give evidence ? She must 

be made to speak. We must confront her 

with this Daniel Fletcher." 

His hard-featured cynical opponent said 

drily, " The girl is dying, and Daniel Fletcher 

is her father." 

During Will's evidence the purse and its 

contents had been handed into court. The 

poUce-officer having made his statement, the 

cheesefactor was re-sworn, and he identified 

the leathern bag by the recognition of his 

private mark. 
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Such a sharp fire of opinion and sarcasm 
ensued amongst the learned friends about 
the bar and bench, that his lordship inter- 
posed, by saying, as he turned over his 
documents — 

"There is no evidence that this Daniel 
Fletcher has feloniously appropriated any of 
this money ; on the contrary, he has sworn, 
and the young lady has substantiated this 
evidence, that the purse had been concealed, 
intact. He may have been guilty of perjury ; 
some part of his statement bears this inter- 
pretation, unless he has been deceived by his 
son, or he may have made himself responsible 
to an action for defamation. He appears to 
have some strong feeling of resentment against 
this Mr. Forrest of Wyckam, just or other- 
wise ; the said Mr. Forrest is capable of looking 
into that. At present he is simply a witness, 
and no felon." 

Daniel Fletcher was anything but re- 
assured under this high patronage. It was 
not good for him to have any of his tender 
points touched, even by the most sacred of 
legal fingers. 

From the revelations his son had made, 
and which would be certified by Kitty if 

2 
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she lived, lie saw that he had lost one 
important hold on his hated enemy, as he 
regarded Forrest. The poor man was faith- 
ful to a holy instinct in this sense of injury, 
though he might have set himself wrongly 
to work in its vindication. For nearly 
twenty years he had writhed under the 
knowledge that his beautiful and gifted 
sister, because she was a poor, defenceless 
girl, had been appropriated by a young 
gentleman, simply as an item amongst his 
other light commodities, and thrown aside as 
heedlessly when a new interest intervened — . 
body and soul smirched past recognition 
either by men or angels. For the last 
few years this sense of grievous wrong 
had been intensified by the marriage of 
this injured woman to an imknown ad- 
venturer ; and he accredited Forrest with this 
indignity also. 

During the cross-examination of Mr. 
Forrest a sudden and vital idea had pierced 
Dan Fletcher's mind. He had heard nothing 
to take hold of, but he had been like a man 
looking vaguely out into a dark northern 
sky, and had seen it all quiver with some 
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Struggling under-swell of light, which would 
reveal intense secrets, if only the quivering 
light would break into a sustained flame* 
Ever since, he had sat brooding over this 
nebulous idea, till it evolved into what he 
was most eager to believe; and though his 
son's witness, and the mention of Kitty's 
illness, drew him off for a time, he was only 
the more convinced and satisfied with his 
rapidly crystallizing suspicion, when it 
recun*ed. The captain's fate was com- 
paratively of little moment; perhaps his 
sister would be more ready to tell the true 
story of her life, if her putative husband were 
out of the way. 

When Will left the witness-box he could 
scarcely believe that he was free to walk 
about, and think and listen like other people, 
having been convinced for so long that 
he had only to show himself to be finally 
suppressed. He got close to Mr. Cameron 
as soon as possible, because he knew he was 
trustworthy and strong, though he had re- 
garded him as his arch-enemy hitherto. 

The verdict went against the captain, the 
jurymen— being men of the class who must 
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ride through those ill-omened lanes in the 
night-time — were convinced that it should be 
given against him ; they had waited for Will's 
evidence, that and the purse were conclusive. 
They modified the result of their deliberation, 
however, by a strongly expressed plea for a 
merciful judgment, as the evidence which had 
been given was circumstantial ; and they felt 
uneasy that such grave issues should hang 
from such slightly estabhshed proof. The 
judge perhaps sympathized with their scru^- 
pies, for after saying, with some earnestness, 
that the prisoner was either guilty or not 
guilty ; that if he were guilty the law was 
definite, and he was amenable to it; and 
if not guilty, neither law, nor jury, nor 
judge had any right over him, he sentenced 
him to transportation for seven years; re- 
marking that no bodily injury had been 
done, and that transportation was a contro- 
vertible term, dependent in a great degree 
upon prestige and character. So the com- 
placent, debonair Captain Jones was dismissed 
to alleviate his own and other conditions, 
under somewhat trying circumstances, as he 
might find it possible and pleasant. 
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Poor little Kitty was sitting up on the 
old-fashioned sofa, in her town lodgings, 
waiting for Mr. Cameron to bring Will to her, 
as he had promised, when the trial should 
be over; and Mary Elton was by her side. 
So wasted by her illness, so worn through 
by her ardent soul, which was longing 
for the vision and the voices o£ Heaven, 
yet half dreading that her appearance would 
be wretched and out of place there, Kitty 
looked as if she had already passed the 
limit of material things. She had never 
known the questionable luxury of having 
a life to herself, and now another profound 
interest shared her last minutes with death. 
Would poor foolish Will pull through well ? 
Though her voice was scarcely audible, Mary 
understood how keenly alive she was to the 
doubt that he would make some desperate 
plunge to escape, or forswear himself, or 
otherwise show his pusillanimous character. 
Beautiful and thankful was the light that 
shone over her face when this erring brother 
of hers came in, for she saw instantly that 
all was well. Mr. Cameron was so touched 
by her pure desire and satisfaction, that 
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he would call him nothing worse than a 
troublesome young dog, who had led him 
a pretty chase, and made him needlessly 
angry for years. Then he added, " I shall 
leave him to his conscience now, since he 
shows some sign of possessing one.'' 

After he had said this in his usual arrogant 
style, Mr. Cameron looked towards Mary 
with a sudden change in his manner, and 
as if her acquiescence were needed, and she 
smiled sadly enough. 

Kitty did not hve many days. Her one 
cherished idea that she should pass away 
some bright sunny evening, with the sweet 
spring flowers, the gentle sounds, and 
pleasant scents of the Abbey woods enfolding 
her spirit, as it went on its way, was not 
realized ; but she had what was better — Mary 
Elton's tender sympathy and loving wisdom 
till the last. Will never forgot her last words, 
and the happy look that rested with him was 
his better angel through life, a safer guide 
than his passion for his cousin Eve had been, 
though that, probably, had been a premonitory 
grace, and served its purpose. 



CHAPTER XII. 

EVE THINKS A NEW WORLD AWAITS HER. 

A FTBR the concert Eve would willingly 
have followed her humble attendant to 
her own cab, and in the seclusion of her little 
apartment have tried to come to some under- 
standing with herself concerning the strange 
and perverse feelings that had so suddenly- 
subdued her. But San Serle, more pro- 
foundly enchanted than ever he had been, 
bore her away with him and Dinorah, as if 
she had made herself his lawful prey by 
translating his music for a world's delight. 

"We are going to have them all for supper; 
we always do, to assure ourselves that we 
have done well; and how could we do so 
without our queen?" he asked, the glory of 
his own triimiph still about him, and making 
him more than grand in Eve's sight. 
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" But you know I have not done well," she 
replied, with an unwonted sense of humility, 
and shrinking from the ordeal of such a 
critical assembly. " Let me go home ; I can- 
not meet all those wonderful people to-night," 
she pleaded, as Serle led her to his carriage. 

"Then you shall not meet them. I will 
send them all away except Bernard Fielding, 
and Dinorah will be glad to have him all to 
herself." 

He waved his hand with an indolent air of 
benignity to his friends and admirers, saying, 
" We are exhausted ; you had better come to 
us to-morrow." 

Eve found that there is nothing so impe- 
rious as a gentle tyranny. Nevertheless Mr. 
Serle' s critical acquaintance took a seat at the 
supper-table, with the urbane calm of some 
of those people who believe supremely in 
themselves. 

Eve sat apart, silent and tragic-looking in 
her rich eastern robe. It seemed as if she 
could not divest herself of the sentiment that 
had governed her soul till the raiment had 
been put off. Not a shadow of the tragedy 
hung over Bernard. That exalted saintliness 
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of look that had been the rdle of the youthful 
priest-husband, and which had overcome Eve 
in her realization of the passionate, devoted 
wife, was there still ; and had still the same 
strange power over her. She could not help 
looking at him with a sort of pitying reve- 
rence, and wondering why some people were 
bom unto the priestly order, and had nothing 
to do with the storms and the fires that 
seemed to be more natural and human. Why 
should it signify to her ? Ought she not to be 
glad that any one could be so perfect and so 
pure ? And yet she shivered as if his cold 
purity had some withering effect upon her 
life. That feeling of bewildering dismay with 
which she had turned from him when, as her 
husband and the father of her little ones, he 
had sung his consent that she and they should 
go away from him for ever, because his priest 
had said it must be so, was fearfully real still; 
and she could not let the question rest — "Is 
a woman's love a wrong and a hindrance to a 
man's soul, that he must put it away in his 
highest moments ?" 

A plaintive remark from Mr. Serle broke 
the painful spell. 



204 ONLY EVE. 

" We never know how great we are till we 
see ourselves reflected in a woman's mind. I 
scarcely knew myself to-night in Evalina's 
interpretation of me/' 

"It was certainly scarcely the translation I 
had been led to expect," the critical stranger* 
remarked. "I never expected to find you, 
poet and universalist, weaving those hideous 
questions of female rights or wrongs into your 
aesthetic compositions." 

" I never thought of such a thing either ; 
and you did not soar high enough if you 
stopped at such a commonplace level; besides, 
Eve went beyond us all to-night, I fancy* 
Instead of simply mourning over her own loss 
and the desolation of her sisters in sorrow, 
her genius broke from all the trammels of my 
score, or the conventionalisms of our masters, 
and, as a new Fate, solved the question, for aU 
women, by showing how nobly they can aspire, 
and how acutely they can feel," Serle ex- 
claimed, with such an unusual influx of energy, 
that he drew his chair as close as possible to- 
Eve's side as a grateful recognition of its 
source. 

**I was more than satisfied Eva, darhng, 
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with myself I mean, for I felt greater and 
more fruitful than I had hitherto believed." 

"As many an author does, I have no doubt, 
when he sees himself interpreted by the critics. 
I often think how extremely uneasy the ghosts 
of Homer or Shakespeare must be by the load 
of extraordinary meaning they have been har- 
nessed to. I should want to come back to 
settle it off with them, my unmerited honours 
would gall me so," said Bernard, as he walked 
quietly backwards and forwards through the 
large drawing-room. 

Instead of drinking wine or eating stimula- 
ting dainties, or cultivating his sentiments, 
Bernard always walked off his fatigues or excite- 
ments, and so kept his enthusiasm high and pure. 

The stranger stood in the doorway of the 
ante-room, about which he always hovered, 
because it was the scene of the supper-table. 
He had not spoken to Eve yet, for, like most 
very seK-complacent and conceited people, he 
was shy before any assured talent. He was 
not sure that he ought to fall in with this 
general and extravagant admiration of a 
young artist, who was Ukely to be an inno- 
vation too. It was his forethought that had 
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opened to her mind the possible horrors of 
what he called stage-fright; and now he 
thought his critical profession demanded a 
knowledge of the true cause of Bve'^ inno- 
vation. He put his question in his most 
grandiloquent style, as if the young singer 
could not assimilate simple words without 
music. So she laughed and told him she 
knew nothing about her " soul's anatomy and 
its fine impulsions." She beheved singers 
could feel very much like other women, 
though they were expected not to do, just 
because they were in the habit of expressing 
their feelings more intensely. 

San Serle stroked his silky moustache ten- 
derly, and gave utterance to a most signifi- 
cant ejaculation. He was evidently broodmg 
over her remark, though he said absently, 
"You were not solving the great woman 
question then ? I am glad of that at any 
rate. Dinorah knows that there is no diffi- 
culty at aU. There is a sphere for every 
woman as soon as she can fill it in a seemly 



manner." 



Dinorah responded from the soft folds of 
her queenly robe. 
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"But what of all our sisters, who can 
neither be beautiful nor create beauty for 
others, and who yet aspire?" asked Bernard. 

"Can they not see and feel?" Eve ex- 
claimed, rather hardly, Bernard thought ; till 
she added, with a sensibility that seemed new 
to her character, " They have the beauty 
without the terrible cold pain." 

Bernard turned quickly from the flower- 
wreaths. Eve's triumphant flowers, which he 
was helping Miss Serle to preserve, and ques- 
tioned the beautiful speaker with his thought- 
ful, clear eyes. Whatever answer he thought 
he met in her glowing face was not recog- 
nized ; but his look gave Eve a new impulse. 
She said with decision, but without any ap- 
parent passion, " Mr. Serle, I have spoiled 
your grand opera to-night. You all know I 
have spoiled it, I am very sorry, and I will 
never sing in an opera again." 

" Child, what are you saying ? You glori- 
fied my opera, I never knew what it was 
worth till you interpreted it for me. There 
never was any thing finer than your passion ; 
nay, your inspiration raised to Hfe and truth 
what had been merely passion and seeming." 
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" Na, I rendered it absurd* You will see 
the critiques in the papers to-morrow, and 
you will find your beautrhil opera ridiculed, 
and all through my silly mistake." Eve cast 
a furtive glance towards the great man, who 
was still surveying her as if she had been 
something he was to analyze for the public. 
** Those who don't like your new musical 
theories will be only too glad to turn your 
composition and my interpretation into ridi- 
culoy and they could not have a better reason, 
only they will be altogether mistaken ; for no 
question of public rights or wrongs came into 
my head. It is not wise enough." 

She gave a little defiant nod towards the 
supper-room, as if she would willingly send 
some missile of warning after the adverse 
critic, who was taking his final refreshment 
without compunction. He and Bernard then 
went away. 

Eve knew she must stay all night, and 
Miss Serle,. having only one spare room, had 
prepared it for her. She rose immediately, 
and kissed Dinorah with tender, lingering 
affection^ for she always had found her gentle 
and kind; and it was hard to be separating 
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herself from the only refined and sympathetic 
friend. Eve was making an extraordinarily 
formal courtesy to Mr. Serle as her parting 
sign, when he caught her hand and said, 
"Why have you brought your fine stage 
manners into our drawing room, Eva ? Have 
we offended you, my child ?" 

"Oh, no. I have told you. I am ashamed 
and sorry," she replied quietly, 

" And I am proud and enchanted. I will 
write an opera every year if you will sing for 
me. 

"I have told you the truth, Mr. Serle. 
I never mean to sing in an opera again. I 
am not fit for anything so grand." 

"Dinny, what am I to do with her?" 
Serle asked pathetically. 

" Let her go to bed. She is over-excited 
and weary," said Dinorah, in her common- 
place wisdom. " You will be quite right in 
a week or two, dear," she added, stroking 
Eve's cheek with her soft fingers. " Young 
things have to go through strange pertur- 
bations ; but they are only very silly little 
stars that get shaken quite out of their 
orbit." 

VOL. III. P 
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" Of course Dinorah knows all about these 
little feminine trials, and see how fairly she 
has come through them all ! Nothing does 
much good if it is not shaken sometimes — 
stirred to its very foundations, you know, 
darling, just that it may find out that it has 
foundations. But we will not preach any 
more,'* Serle said, with a tender reservation, 
as if he had been propounding moralities for 
an hour. 

He rang the bell. " Dinorah's maid must 
help you disrobe, Eva. You will never evolve 
alone from this splendid architectural attire." 
Always ready to laugh at San Serle' s 
whims, Eve shook her head with her mirthful 
smile, and said she should be hopelessly en- 
tangled if any strange hand interfered, and 
she was gone before the summons was 
answered. 

There were so many hard things to think 
about, so many strange questions to settle 
with herself, in spite of her quick wit and 
elastic spirit, poor Eve was overcome at last, 
and overcome by a power she had never cal- 
culated on — a noble instinct that made the 
hour of her richest triumph seem all wrong 
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and worthless. What a recoil was this 1 All 
that she had lived and striven for so intensely, 
ambitions that had appeared so grand, and 
victories only attained by a few of the most 
gifted ones, stamped out at once by a 
conviction only a few hours old I She 
could make nothing of it either ; but as she 
knelt down and covered her face with the 
silken eider quilt, and tried to understand 
why she was never to take that glorious role 
again, why, in the moment when all her efforts 
were crowned, the crown itself was a curse, 
she could only repeat, " I will never sing in 
an opera again I" Her destiny was surely a 
very unreasonable one. She must give up 
every beautiful hope, even the fine perfectness 
she had attained, because of this secret some- 
thing within her own nature, that was of 
itself more perfect still. It would not make 
her any happier though, for she had a great 
love for her profession, and an intrinsic regard 
for success; and all the rich, glowing re- 
sponses an artistic soul could make, her soul 
had made, as she had sung the music of the 
masters before those who could understand 
and feel. She wondered if any of the great 

p 2 
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queens of harmony, whose names had been 
household words from her childhood, had 
ever been tried in this way ; and if so, how 
they had managed themselves to accept their 
fair fate so proudly. Many of these names 
came into her mind ; their inner history was 
hidden no doubt ; but some shamefiil and * 
some heroic things she knew of them, yet 
none resembled her trial, and she could not 
evade it. 

" I shall just have to live with mamma and 
Mrs. Bray, and sing simple songs in third- 
rate concerts, and I hate such a life." 

Thinking of the contrast of her own little 
home, and the society she met there, with the 
refinement, and luxury, and fame she loved, 
was intolerable : there would be nothing to 
compensate; no work under the eye of any 
one who knew what excellence reaUy was ; 
no ardour, or ambition, or glory, or even 
affection ; for Eve could not have more than 
the merest innate feeling for her vapid 
mother, whose soul seemed to have set at 
noon, leaving aU the after-part of her long 
day in twiUght. When quite tired with try- 
ing to see a brighter way through these diffi- 



EVE THINKS A NEW WORLD AWAITS HER, 213 

culties, she rose from her knees. Tlirough 
all her young, strong life she had tried to 
guide her own spirit on its upward way. 
Another hand, not to be seen, but whose 
potent agency was making this wonderful 
light and trouble about her, might be recog- 
nized and blessed hereafter, but that time 
was not yet come. 

The mirror on the dressing-table reflected 
a very splendid image, and, even in her misery, 
that reflection was pleasing, and distracted 
her heavy thoughts for a minute, 

" It was just like Mr. Serle to bring me 
here dressed up in this way, and never think- 
ing of how I am to get through the streets in 
daylight !" She smiled to herself at the ab- 
surdity. " I must get home without seeing 
them again, somehow; for I cannot be ex- 
plaining my motives, and Bernard will be 
here for breakfast — cold, hard-hearted, proud 
Bernard, who looked into my eyeS to-night 
with no more thought of me, Eve, than if I had 
been a brazen trumpet — who sang to me sweet, 
loving words as my very husband, and re- 
garded me not at all. I was a singing- 
woman, an organ, nay, far worse I I was a 
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woman who might be looked at and strng to 
with all that passion of love and sorrow, and 
be left to my still, desolated self again ! As 
if fire could not scorch, or lightning bUght 
an actress !'* 

The truth was out now. Eve's mind had 
crystallized the fact at last ; and she pressed 
her fingers over her eyes as if she would 
willingly bhnd herself again. 

Dinorah's care had provided for the night ; 
the dainty white cap and dress lay ready. 
Eve looked at her velvet robe, and all the 
starry and moonlike ornaments of gold with 
which she was invested, and then she put 
them off without any of the pride she was 
wont to feel, and she put the little close cap 
over her hair, and thought she would wear 
just such a one always, if certain contingents 
had been otherwise, very gladly. 

" I thought I should be so gloriously happy 
when thin'gs came to exactly what they have 
become," was her idea as the gorgeous dress 
was tossed into a chair; " and now, how shall 
I get home," was the thought of the moment. 

Miss Serle's servants were late risers ; but 
as the breakfast hour was near mid-day there 
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would be time enough for one of them to 
fetch a cab, and she could get away unheard 
and unseen. 

Such a complete revulsion of the life which 
had seemed hitherto the only good and plea- 
sant one for her was sure to be a painful 
struggle. Coming, too, from herself in that 
unwarranted manner, so like an inspiration, 
with feehng and judgment to support it, the 
consequence appeared quite unassailable, and 
therefore very hard to bear. Setting aside 
the mystic shade her newly-discovered love 
for Bernard was throwing over her future, 
and which was too new to be realized, for a 
still profounder trouble, things looked black 
and blank enough. Any one who has the 
consciousness of some rare power, who has 
believed it to be the sole good and noble pur- 
pose to be lived up to, who has found the 
highest satisfaction, even a rapturous dehght 
in the exercise of this power, and who has all 
at once, either by some infirmity or a clearer 
revelation, found it baseless and destroyed, 
can sympathize with Eve in her intense grief 
over this loss and change. Hers was no soft, 
weeping nature either ; she could not go and 
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mourn over herself, and make others miser- 
able and accountable. Life was worth having, 
worth all the more now that a great, holy 
insight had been given. There was, at any 
rate, something to help her to be resigned. 
So thinking, and wearied out at last, Eve fell 
asleep; but the first sound of movement in 
the house was sufficient to bring back the 
sense of her new and sorrowful designs. 

Covering as much of her rich, luminous 
dress as possible, with one of Miss Serle's 
shawls, Eve ran quickly down the stairs to 
the drawing-room landing, and was passing 
the door when further progress was stayed ; 
apparently the long robe had caught upon 
some portion of the banisters. Turning to 
disengage herself, a determined hand was 
laid on her arm, and she was drawn into the 
room. 

"Evalina, I was afi'aid you might act in 
this foolish way, you looked so prophetic 
last night, and I have been sitting in that 
easy chair all the time lest I should miss you. 
Did you ever sit up for any one till you and 
the chair became, as it were, one painM 
identity P Now tell me why you are leaving 
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me and Dinorah in this surreptitious way? 
I should be angry were I not too tired and 
sorry," Mr. Serle said, looking as if he had 
real reason for being tired and sorry. 

Since she had been her own mistress. 
Eve had given up her old habit of strenuous 
defiance, and her present trouble softened 
still more the manner of her reply. Besides, 
^he had become attached to the Series, and 
the necessity of leaving them was a great 
addition to the present distress. She replied 
quite gently, " I was afraid of being pre- 
vented and talked to, and you know I must 
go home, and never come here again." 

" But what is the matter ? Surely the 
child is infatuated, and cannot distinguish 
between our actual Ufe and the ideal life of 
her music. You are surely not afraid of me ?" 

" No ; I am not afraid ;" her eye Ughted 
with a smile as it glanced at the delicately 
refined face and form ; " I am not afraid of 
anything but being persuaded when I know 
a thing must not be ; and I don't see how to 
make you understand." 

" Well, try. In the first place have you 
any particular dislike to me or Dinorah ?" 
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" On the contrary, I love Miss Serle, and 
rather like you." 

"Do you not love me, Eva?" This was 
said with Serle' s most innocent complacency, 
and as if Eve's candour must meet his own. 

"A Httle bit sometimes. I should love 
you very much, as I do your sister, if you 
never talked nonsense to me. But what 
does it signify when one's mind is so filled 
with great matters I" 

It was Serle' s turn to smile satirically 
now, but being in a paternal mood, and 
seeing how pale and dejected Eve was, he 
asked for a reasonable explanation of her 
annoyance. Experience had convinced her 
of his kind heart and discreet sympathy 
when folly trusted, and she determined to 
trust him now; so she said ingenuously, 
" While singing last night I made a great 
error in the principal scene; you know all 
about it ; your great work was ruined, and 
by me. People think I was panic-stricken : 
you are kind, and say it is no matter. What- 
ever it may be, I can never go through any- 
thing of the sort again, and I have quite 
made up my mind that I never will. I 
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must keep to common concerts and simple 
songs." 

" And profane the noblest powers, imagi- 
nation, and feeling that amount to inspiration. 
That shall never be. I am satisfied, and claim 
you as my interpreter. Your experience last 
night will probably be unique. People do 
not go through those intense moments of 
enhghtenment twice. Every passion has its 
one grand throe, and now yours is past, and 
you will be safe." 

" Oh, what am I to do to make you under- 
stand ? You are altogether mistaken. I think 
Miss Serle would understand me. There are 
some things men never can see," said Eve, 
anxious to exonerate herself in the sight of 
her friend, yet feeling more than ever the 
righteousness of her decision, and the diffi- 
culty of explanation. " It was no panic that 
came upon me, but a strange and terrible 
revelation that rose up at once, as if my soul 
had spoken with its one true master." 

" Well, dear, and what was the revela- 
tion ?" 

" You see, Mr. Serle," — Eve began quietly, 
but warming and flushing as she proceeded — 
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" we singing women have to cultivate every 
sense ; we have to make ourselves beautiful 
by all means, and we must learn how to feel 
the most intensely what is beautifiil and 
good, and then to put it into our very souls, 
to kindle and glow till it lives and shines 
before the world ; and yet the clear crystal 
urn is not to be stained or even touched by 
the quickening fire. Every time we sing we 
are like flowers opening their inmost heart to 
the sunshine, and the rays go in and warm 
and sweeten every little nook till all is colour, 
and bliss, and glow." 

Again the difficulty of being fuUy explicit 
made Eve pause, and her lovely face, in her 
slightly confused enthusiasm, was particularly 
interesting to San Serle. He felt as if his 
plastic youth was in full force again; and 
even his countenance reflected the sensibility 
that was moving hers. Again he gave the 
encouraging note, "Well, dear?" 

" Then all at once we find we are not 
these calm, receptive flowers, but women, and 
with every feeling and hue of life crushed in 
our hearts, or world-shamed." 

" I cannot follow the argument to its 
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result," said Serle, deliberating in tone, but 
with a belying sparkle in his eye. " Whence 
do the flowers get this fair wisdom ? There 
must be a whisper or sign made from with- 
out. Nothing evolves spontaneously, not 
even women." 

Eve perceived now that she was not defi- 
nite enough, and was getting into further 
trouble, as well as leading Mr. Serle thither. 
Though at another time she might not have 
objected to tease him by drawing out his 
vanity, and as capriciously suppressing him, 
she was suffering too much to be indifferent 
to another's feelings just now; yet she was 
no readier to confess that her love had been 
won in an irregular fashion than the most 
fastidious maiden would have been. She was 
still enveloped in Miss Serle' s large shawl, 
so he was obliged to regard her simply as a 
lay figure. 

" I hear Dinorah stirring. She is aware 
something very unusual is at large, nothing 
less than her brother's destiny." 

Bye made a sign of utter rejection. "I 
have always thought explanations and under- 
standings the most overwhelming states to 
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get into. We will stop now, if you please, 
before we are quite lost. You must let me 
go, and believe in me this one time. I am 
sure my mind is made up, and for the right, 
so it must be as I say, though I am very, 
very sorry. I had better go before Miss 
Serle comes ; it will save trouble." 

" Stay a few moments. I am not like you, 
Bvalina ; I like explanations and understand- 
ings. You have said that as you sang last 
night a strange revelation was made to you. 
It was as though its one true master had 
spoken with your soul. Do not turn away. 
Don't coquet with a man's life, for it is life 
to me, though a younger and more eliergetic 
fellow might get through without having his 
one sole wish granted." 

However he might like explanations, Serle 
appeared to find them as diflSicult to overcome 
as Eve had found them. His pale, delicate 
face showed the stress of his soul ; and no 
one would have deemed him one of the most 
self-complacent and, consequently, the happiest 
of men. 

Eve stretched her hand towards him with 
intent to arrest further mischief, but he 
caught the little signal as if it had been one 
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of safety instead of warning, and it gave him 
confidence to proceed. 

" Was I that potent master, Evalina ?'' 

"Why, Mr. Serle, you did not sing with 
me last night." 

The next moment Eve perceived how 
much she had admitted. In the old time 
(she seemed to have lived a decade in the 
last twelve hours) she would have laughed 
merrily at the idea of being betrayed in this 
wily manner. Her new insight had tempered 
her spirit as well as opened her heart. " Let 
it go," thought she, as her hand was freed 
from Serle's loosening clasp ; " I shall only 
get deeper in if I struggle any more." 

There was no opportunity for further 
struggle. Mr. Serle met her startled ,eye 
with a wise and pitying gaze. 

"I see now, I see it all, and I wish I 
did not," he remarked, slowly stroking his 
moustache, his habit when his mood was 
sympathetic. Was he pitying himself or Eve ? 

" You will be kind still, you will not betray 
me ?" she asked. 

" Poor little Eva I Now, before Dinorah 
comes, we will send for a coach, and you 
you shall go to your mother." 



CHAPTER XIII. 



A lady's proposal. 



TT is to be hoped few people feel so dreary 
about going home as Mr. Forrest felt 
after that trial. Yet the great dread which 
had haunted his way and broken his rest for 
some time had apparently been tided over. 
He had gone through about as much self- 
depreciation as he could bear, he thought, 
and as much odious publicity; and for 
several hours his ears had attoned every 
half-heard sentence from his fellow-creatures 
to a charge against his character, while his 
shoulders had been suspiciously sensitive, as 
if each eager neighbour had wielded a staff 
of sinister meaning. Now he was free and 
independent, and no felon — ^free to go and 
come whither he would, and to indict any 
evil tongue that might assoil his name ; yet 
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he was depressed in mind and disaflfeoted 
towards every being — especially himself. 
There was nothing to be feared and nothing 
to be hoped for : a flat, disheartening state of 
things far more difficult to bear than positive 
peril. Mr. Forrest's mind had always been 
one easily influenced — even his conscience 
could take its cue very much from the opinion 
others entertained of him; and he knew he 
had left the court strangely stigmatized : he 
had been submitted to a degrading cross- 
examination, and there was more than a 
taint upon his honour. He had asked Mr. 
Cameron to share his gig as far as Wyckam, 
and added the offer of a bed, that there need 
be no rousing of the old lady at home ; but 
Mr. Cameron had declined his courtesies with 
less grace than usual. Forrest wanted that 
lonely drive with his old friend very much ; and 
if George had not been so stiff-tempered, so 
fearful of seeming to require a favour or put 
himself in the way of confidences, some good 
might have ensued to both men. Every one 
is responsible more or less for the happy or 
evil conduct of another; and a proud, re- 
served man, especially if he have claim to 
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some special talent, is accountable for rnucH 
of the folly that creeps by him. 

When, therefore, the kindly and familiar, 
though rather highly animated countenance 
of Lucy Lawson smiled upon Forrest as he 
left the Assize Court, it was no great wonder 
if he felt moved to say, " There's room in the 
gig, Lucy, and room in the house at Wyckam, 
aud perhaps you are as much needed there as 
anywhere." 

No wonder if he spoke with a little more 
warmth of welcome than he had ever spoken 
with before; for there was no doubt of her 
friendUness or admiration as she took her 
place beside him. 

It was a crisp, spring night ; the air was 
cutting and clear, and Lucy was not prepared 
for a long, cold drive ; but she bore the dis- 
comfort with pride, for there was nothing 
she liked so well as her Cousin Fred's society; 
and for a year or two he had not vouchsafed 
her much of his companionship. Her cheeks 
glowed in the wind's despite and her eyes 
shone brilliantly through her white veil. 
Lucy was making up her mind to "strike 
while the iron was hot," as she inwardly ex- 



fc 



A lady's proposal 227 

pressed the bold venture upon which her soul 
was set. This was certainly no bashful 
maiden, and the two had been intimate for 
twenty years, yet her heart would throb so 
violently whenever the grand starting-point 
was approached, several miles of the road 
were passed in silence or idle chat. When 
the highway was left and they were shut in 
by the high hedges of the by-lanes, with the 
moon at their back, there existed such a sense 
of aloneness between them she took courage, 
and asked, in rather a flippant tone, if he 
were getting over his disappointment pretty 
well. 

"Which disappointment?" he asked: "I 
have had so many." 

" This last one, which I fancy is the only 
one you did not make for yourself." 

" I thought I was even more guilty in this 
matter than in any other : I am sure Cameron 
thinks so." 

"But how did Mary Elton take your 
communication ?" 

" With quite as much composure as I made 
it." 

Lucy turned a questioning glance towards 
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his face ; but the obscurity made it impossible 
to see what he meant. 

"Mary is rather too self-possessed and 
perfect for you, Fred. I don't believe she 
would have made you happy," she said. 

" At any rate, I thought she would make 
me happier, or I should not have attempted 
to make a villain of myself for her sake. Do 
you know, I never realized my conduct till 
Mary looked me in the face after I had told 
her how I had fettered myself in my young 
days. It was the sort of look the creatures 
have when, sorely bestead, they turn their 
piteous eyes to us for alleviation. I really 
think she hoped I had told her a lie, or 
would perjure myself again. I have detested 
myself ever since." 

" You think she does love you, then — or 
did ?" Lucy asked, in a discontented tone. 

" That's a queer question to ask a man — 
especially for you to ask," Forrest replied, 
with a short laugh, and lashing his horse 
impatiently. 

" And yet she could give you up so quietly! 
I know she did give you up the instant you 
told her about Sophy Fletcher ; and she had 
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not resigned you before, but had stuck to you — 
like one of those creatures that stick to rocks, 
you know — through all your caprices, pre- 
viously. Now, I could not bear caprice from 
any man I was engaged to ; but I do think I 
should be faithful in a real case of trouble." 

Lucy had broken the ice for Fred now, and 
he might drink of the waters of her consolation 
deeply, if he would. 

" But this was not a case of real trouble ; 
it was more a case of rascality. A girl like 
Mary Elton is not likely to love a man through 
any moral smut," he replied, with a man's 

" You told her everything, then ?" 

" Pretty nearly everything, I should think. 
I met her on purpose." 

"Did you tell her about Eve? Come, 
Fred, you don't often require to be pumped 
in this way. What did Mary say about Eve ?" 

" Something that had never occurred to 
my mind before. I think she was pitpng 
Eve more than herself just then. She asked 
what I was going to do for Eve, now that I 
had made myself responsible for her poor, 
shamed existence. I told her she had not 
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been left without education, or a means of 
supporting herseE creditably, when she in- 
terrupted, with a shade of scorn in her voice, 
* Thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Cameron, I sup- 
pose.* Then she explained that that was not 
all which had to be done : I was responsible 
for a life that had to develope itself without 
any of the home sanctities or immediate pro- 
vidences that are so necessary for a young 
life ; that, instead of these, I had even pre- 
pared a way full of temptations and horrors, 
which the education I talked about would 
make all the more dreadful and imminent. It 
is all true ; but I had never thought of it in 
this way." Forrest spoke slowly, partly re- 
collecting Mary's words, bat filling up from 
his newly-aroused imagination. 

" It must have soimded very much as if 
Miss Mary had taken holy orders,*' said Lucy, 
laughing. " Did she not ask you concerning 
your responsibilities to Mistress Sophy Jones ? 
I should have thought that matter would 
have interested her the most." 

" Lucy, it is your province and privilege to 
look handsome and sing, but not to be sarcas- 
tic. Don't sneer at poor little Mary," Forrest 
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remarked, from the old heights of self-com- 
placency. " I only wish I had had a sister 
Uke her." 

Miss Lawson, who was good-tempered, 
especially when she had a purpose at heart, 
rephed, with candid amiability, " Seriously 
though, Fred, what shall you do with 
Sophy? She will be free again, now that 
her captain is dpne away with, and she may 
claim a return to her first coverture. Those 
weak, whining women are the hardest things 
in the world to shake off; they are like 
spaniels, you know. Then I was watching 
her brother Dan after that little exposure 
you almost made in the witness-box. He 
had got hold of an idea and was working at 
it with all his might. He will let nothing 
escape his hate now, and I should not wonder 
if he makes Sophy tell everything." 

Mr. Forrest got out of his gig to open a 
gate, giving his cousin the reins. They were 
in the Fen Lanes, passing very near the 
house recently occupied by this poor Sophy. 
It looked lonely and dreary, standing in the 
. moonshine, and seemed a fit abode for sinister 
and lawless scheming, or more than mere 
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patient endurance. The fact that a faded 
opera-singer would suffer herself to be buried 
aUve there and make no sign, was an earnest 
she was not likely to betray a trust. 

Impressed with some idea of this kind, he 
remarked, as he put the carriage-rug more 
carefully over the Ughtly-clad Lucy, " There 
is one quahty you women possess when you 
have really loved which, somehow, you rarely 
accredit each other with, and that is fidelity. 
No matter whether your word or honour be 
pledged or not, there is some impulse that 
makes you secret and trusty. I know you 
don't object to being consoled in various 
ways according to your fancies, and some 
will betray themselves as well as their lovers 
out of sheer spite; but supposing you are 
not given to mahce, but are just ordinary, 
soft-hearted, loving women, you will bear no 
end from a man sooner than bring him into 
trouble. Besides, Sophy and I understand 
each other pretty well. It has all been 
talked over many times ; she knows she could 
never have taken her place as mistress of 
Wyckam — she said so — knowing my mother 
80 well; and I did her no wrong." 
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Weak, but not wary, Forrest spoke as he 
believed. He had always thought it had been 
very hard upon him to have fallen in love so 
young with this pretty singing woman, and 
had congratulated himself on his chivalrous 
sense of honour because he had made her his 
wife. He had never repented in his heart 
of this tardy concession, though it had 
hampered and tinged his life with such un- 
healthy intensity. Still the yoke had never 
been suflferable ; and as Sophy had preferred 
a career in London to something worse than 
oblivion at Wyckam Hall, she had fallen in 
with Fred Forrest's arrangement that their 
marriage should be suppressed; he under- 
taking to keep her from indigence, and she 
promising never to betray. Afterwards, when 
the bright London life had come to an end 
and Eve had to be educated, and he had 
grown tired of his bachelor existence, he had 
even induced her to marry Captain Jones, 
convincing himself by several sophisms that 
there was no legal bondage to be broken 
through. Lucy Lawson had been the sole 
confident of his youthful passion and its 
consequences, and she had encouraged him 
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in the belief that the marriage, being con- 
tracted by a minor and in some out-of-the- 
way foreign chapel, could have no claims upon 
either of them if they agreed to break away. 
Eve had been their great difficulty, of course 
she could not be assimilated, and was too 
ardent and demonstrative an individual to be 
the suppressed child of such a mother. Eve 
rebelled against the captain systematically, 
as if divining something wrong, insisted upon 
having a proper training and career of her 
own, and was so astonished and non-suited 
when her mother, recovering from her fearful 
illness, had not recovered her beauty and 
vocal powers, that it was evident some- 
thing must be done with her. The idea of 
going to study under Mr. Cameron had 
originated in Eve's own mind; Sophy had 
gladly seconded her desire, and Mr. Forrest 
had acquiesced after the child had made her 
singular introduction into the Camerons* 
household. Then Sophy had married her 
captain in peace, and he, in accordance with 
his peculiar tastes and avocations, had chosen 
to inhabit the Fen Lanes' house ; bringing 
this sin, and possible retribution, to the very 
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gates of Wyckam, and Forrest feeling a sort 
of morbid satisfaction in having it so. 

Notwithstanding all this, Forrest meant to 
marry ; he meant to mend and sweeten the 
life he had so maimed and sullied, in the 
only way he thought possible, by allying 
therewith some pure and noble one. The 
persistent wrong in his character asserted 
itself all the time, making him selfishly 
indifferent to the injustice and injury to be 
done to his pure and noble one. 

Lucy Liawson had loved him well enough — 
quite as well as he deserved to be loved — and 
would willingly have condoned the past mis- 
takes if he had thought she possessed the 
power: but the expiation required a lamb 
without spot. Then Mary Elton's fine nature 
and sweetness touched his hearty but his 
conscience too, and made him capricious and 
fitful; and then Cameron's interference and 
that detestable slander filled his soul with 
shame and dread. 

Lucy had not brought her purpose to its end 
yet, and she meant to come to some result 
before they drove into the court-yard at 
Wyckam. Practice had enabled her to turn 
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her tliouglits over pretty quickly in certain 
directions. Mr. Forrest had told her of his 
intention to go abroad as soon as he was at 
liberty; and since his alienation from Miss 
Elton was completed her ancient flame, as 
some phase of love is aptly styled, had re- 
kindled itself with uncomfortable ardour, and 
she could not suffer him to go without a test 
at least, whatever it might cost her. Still 
her heart throbbed in such a hard, metallic 
manner, and her voice seemed so unnaturally 
remote, she felt as if some occult power had 
got command of her and was making her 
speak, whether she would or not, as she asked, 
" I suppose you will not want me at Wyckam 
for long, Fred ? When do you start for the 
continent?" 

" As soon as you can get me ready, Lucy ; 
the sooner the better." 

" But, Fred, don't you mean to take any 
steps to get that marriage properly set aside ? 
It will be no secret now, and you would feel so 
much more free and comfortable if it were 
legally settled." 

" Should I ? Perhaps ; if it could be done 
quietly; but then nothing is done quietly. 
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We must make the public fully acquainted 
with all our feelings as well as affairs, arid I 
would rather not." 

" Then do you mean to take Sophy with 
you?" 

There was a volume of significant insinua- 
tion in this little question that did more 
credit to Lucy's ingenuity than to her good 
taste ; and Forrest asked her what she meant, 
with more irritation than she thought he 
could have exhibited to her. It was necessary 
to explain meekly. 

" Well, you know, she may come back into 
this neighbourhood and make a full exposure, 
incited by her brother, and it would not be 
nice if you were out of the way and could 
not defend yourself. I think, if I were you, 
I would put the affair into a lawyer's keeping. 
They cannot make out anything against you 
— it was Captain Jones who was guilty 
of bigamy; and that does not signify to him 
now." 

If the moon had been shining on Forrest's 
face instead .of on his broad-cloth, Lucy might 
have seen a peculiar smile playing about his 
mouth. It was half an amused and half a 
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pitying smile, for he was beginning to divine 
his cousin's meaning and was sorry for her, 
and for himself; and yet his temperament 
was too facile and Epicurean to see only the 
melancholy aspect of things for long at a 
time. 

"A few more shots at a winged bird!" 
exclaimed he, the smile developing into a 
short laugh. " Only a matter of taste — cer- 
tainly not of conscience, Lucy! But don't 
you see the gracious public would immediately 
place the sin and infamy on the right 
shoulders. The captain might* have com- 
mitted his bigamy unwittingly, he will not be 
here to say he did ; but I shall — and what 
does that proceeding make of me ? " 

"Oh, dear, what a poor timid way men have 
of getting through their difl&culties ! I sup- 
pose it is because their minds, being so logical, 
take in evil consequences as the result of being 
at all. I am glad I am a woman. Why, Fred, 
so sure am I that you would come out clean, I 
would marry you to-morrow and take the 
consequences, nothing fearing ! " 

Forrest laughed now till the Wyckam 
villagers, as they lay in their rustic beds, 
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must have wondered what had betaken the 
squire to be so regardless of their more de- 
corous habits. 

"Well done, Cousin Lucy I" ho cried, as 
he whirled his gig through his court doors, 
his tone and laughter disconcerting her very 
much. *' 1 will admit there is some of the 
stuff of which heroes are made in your soul, 
and next to having my own choice, I would 
be chosen in this honest and thorough-going 
way 1 " 

He felt how her hand trembled as he 
helped her to alight, and he saw a something 
glittering on her blooming cheek as she 
stood in the moonlight. Such regard and 
sympathy could not be very ungrateful to him 
just then. 

Poor Lucy was glad of the usual cousinly 
kiss, though if she could have interpreted his 
after-thoughts she might perhaps have been 
disenchanted. 

" As a man sows even so he must reap," — 
he repeated to himself, as he loft the horse 
with his servant and walked rapidly through 
the Wyckam fields to Framborough. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



SAFE AT LAST. 



TITRS. CAMERON, believing in the good 
effect of friendly presences in trying situ- 
ations, had been very reluctant to admit that 
she would be better at home than sitting, cold 
and tired, in the Assize Court. She had spent 
a long, lonely day, vexed with herself because 
she could not go on with what seemed to 
be her duty, but must give in to indolent 
indulgence when she might have been 
assisting a fellow-creature who had got into 
trouble ; inveighing against herself because 
she could not go on to the end erect and 
strong, but must even lower her flag and 
succumb with the weakest of her sex. Mrs. 
Poole and Mrs. Elton had called in the 
afternoon with the kindly intention of 
helping on the long evening with a hand at 
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wliist, but the irritable old lady had received 
their proposal so ungraciously, and had 
knitted so vigorously, they had felt unwel- 
come, and left her to wait in her loneliness. 
By tea-time she was so tired of the monotony 
of her bedroom she managed to get down- 
stairs, for company's sake, though there was 
no one but the old cat to receive her. 

A long life filled with active usefulness 
can scarcely supply a proximate cause of 
patience and quiescence when age comes 
with its ' enforced abstractions. By ten 
o'clock Mrs. Cameron was convinced no 
woman ought to assume that she was all- 
sufficing for her own soul's claims; but 
should receive gratefully any little charitable 
aids in supporting the paradoxical burdens of 
the grasshoppers. 

The door, never locked when George was 
expected, opened in the abrupt way usual to 
things under his hand, soon afterwards, and 
then the weariness was dispelled. There 
was much to interest, the hungry traveller's 
supper had to be prepared, and then the parti- 
culars of the trial and Forrest's deportment 
therein were expected.. 

VOL, III. R 
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"I hope there's no harm come to Fred; 
you don't speak out about him," she re- 
marked, after two or three attempts to get at 
the facts of the day that concerned her the 
most. 

"You had better wait till to-morrow, 
mother ; there's nothing very pleasant to tell 
— ^besides, I want to smoke, and that will set 
you coughing." 

She took a keen look at his face ; he meant 
to be considerate, for he looked kindly at 
her, though his words seemed selfish. 

" Is he come home, safe and sound ?" 

" I expect so ; he ofifered me a seat in his 
gig four hours ago, but as I preferred 
walking he kept ahead of me, most likely." 

" You preferred walking twelve miles alone, 
George ! That sounds badly for Forrest, or 
fastidious in you." 

Mrs. Cameron lighted the pipe of peace 
and sat down, waiting till he might choose to 
explain further under its inspiration. 

"The journey was too much for Kitty 
Fletcher ; we had to leave her behind — ^to die, 
I expect," he said. 

" To die in a strange place ! Poor child ! 
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I hope her queer father will be good to her. 
Will she get all she needs, George ? '* 

"Miss Elton is staying with her, so you 
may be satisfied she will want for nothing." 

There was such a long silence, Mrs. 
Cameron feared she must go to bed in her 
unsatisfied ignorance. 

" We should get on much better if the 
knaves and fools could be welded; they 
divide the world strangely between them, 
and leave but a small chance for those that 
mean well," Mr. Cameron said, speaking from 
his involved recollections. " Had you any idea 
that Fred Forrest was a bigamist, mother?" 

While Mrs. Cameron was lost in wonder 
at such a strange question, he enlarged his 
meaning: "I mean in intention; engaging 
himself to one woman while he was married 
to another?" 

"Why Fred was never married at all I 
You are deluding yourself, George Cameron." 

"Did you fasten the door after me? 
There's some one come in," he exclaimed, 
rising quickly and striding into the hall with 
no hospitable grace. He re-entered instantly 
with Mr. Forrest. 

B 2 
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"I am an unseasonable visitor, and must 
ask your pardon, and your patience for an 
hour, late as it is,'* said he, the instant he 
appeared, and with a singular lack of the 
courtesy that seemed a part of himself. 
He was looking, too, so nerved for desperate 
issues his fiiends were more likely to be 
alarmed than patient. 

They were not kept waiting long. 
Standing by the table, with his hat in his 
hand, and speaking very rapidly, he said, 
"I did not expect to find you still down 
stairs, dear madam; it is your son's advice 
that is needed just now." 

Mrs. Cameron rose with a stately intention 
of withdrawing, but he did not mean that she 
should go, he said; and was glad if she 
would hear of his folly from his own lips ; 
and, for the old friendship's sake, judge as 
mercifully as she could. 

" I hope there is nothing worse than folly 
to tell of ; and yet an endless chain of tom- 
fooleries, pure and simple, is about as 
provoking a matter as can be; especially 
where there are both wit and breeding, 
Frederick Forrest," she remarked, those 
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intensive grey eyes of hers causing his to seek 
something less reproachful to steady his 
own upon. 

"There is something worse than folly, 
but I am afraid it will be none the easier 
to hear or tell. However, I came to tell it. 
I married Sophy Fletcher in the cathedral 
of Rouen.*' 

Forrest took advantage of the mUte 
surprise that followed this most startling 
announcement to explain. " I am not quite 
sure, and never cared to be, whether or not 
I looked upon this as a bond fide marriage. 
It satisfied my conscience then, and some- 
thing more. There was such a wonderful 
grandeur, and yet so much siiiiplicity, about 
the church and its services, and Sophy sang 
sb finely in its choir, a strange, inexpressible 
influence beset me — from the tender glory of 
the morning, or the poetical aspects of the 
place, or the sympathies that flow so irre- 
sistibly from or through our humanity, 
now and then. I cannot explain — indeed I 
forget now — ^what the dominant cause was ; 
but I felt as if I must make my retributive 
sacrifice there and then." 
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"Well, sir, and having made your re- 
tributive sacrifice, for the sake of all these 
fine things, what extraordinary reverses 
suppressed you and destroyed your con- 
science again ?** 

Mrs. Cameron's tone and look were so 
withering when she was moved to anger, 
even George felt for her victim. 

" Don't be hard, mother, and then have to 
repent, as the custom is with you women," 
he protested, uncertain where to let the 
weight of his feehng fall. "I have heard 
you say it was a pity Eve could not claim 
her father." 

" Let her be angry with me, Cameron ; no 
one else cares enough about me. I have 
felt no such wholesome influence since my 
mother left me." 

This sentiment on the part of Mr. Forrest 
recalled Cameron to the point at issue ; and 
he asked, in his sarcastic manner, if he were 
going to attest his marriage now, his wife 
being left on his hands. 

Though shrinking visibly from his own 
task, Forrest said, without hesitation, "I 
came to ask you to assist me in setting this 
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marriage aside, believing in your sense of 
justice." 

There was a banning light in Mrs. Came- 
ron's eyes as, rising with the vigour of 
her best days and placing herself firmly 
before George, lest his misogamistic bear- 
ings should betray him, she exclaimed, 
^*Are you asking George Cameron to help 
you to bring our Eve to infamy ? No son of 
mine shall ever help to blast an innocent 
young life while I am in the world to 
hinder 1" Her high voice quivered as she 
added, " I am ashamed for you, Frederick 
Forrest 1 " 

Knowing himself too well to resent this 
outburst of indignation, he tried to explain 
his position. 

" I don't think you understand me, madam. 
Sophy would be far from wishing me to 
certify this marriage now. She never cared 
for the sacrifice on my part, being quite 
satisfied with the arrangements made for her. 
She preferred her own profession then ; and 
now, you are aware, such a declaration would 
be a conviction of bigamy." 

He took no notice of Cameron's abrupt 
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question, " Bigamy, at whose responsibility?'* 
but proceeded gently. 

" I have thought of Eve, and am assured 
she is far happier as she is, than she would 
ever be under the restraints of a more 
stringent society." 

*' I did not know that happiness was the 
purpose and end of our existence. Perhaps 
exceptional beings have peculiar destinies* 
Besides, how long will such highly-smsoned 
happiness last? How long did it last in 
her mother's case ? '* Mrs. Cameron asked, 
warmly adding, with more regret than anger 
in her tone, " You can answer for its evane- 
scence, and let us trust you have also felt 
some of its stings.'^ 

" The profession is honourable, • mother ; 
and Eve is successful and distinguished 
already. We need not raise any false 
quibbles," said Cameron, never tolerant of an 
aspersion on his music. 

"If Bernard Fielding has not been mis- 
informed — and he had the news from Mr. 
Serle — Eve has raised her own quibbles; 
she has retired from the stage, and means to 
sing no more, except mere concert songs. 
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Bernard told me yesterday ; and he and Mr* 
' Serle are satisfied about her motive, though I 
don't think they understand what it is. I 
don't think we ever understood Eve ; Bernard 
gays she is a noble girl. I don't believe in 
noble girls, but I think Providence has its 
paradoxes, and sets them before us now and 
then — perhaps to keep the balance even.'* 
When very much put out Mrs. Cameron was 
not very particular in what direction her 
satire struck, while her rapid flow of words 
left little space for interruption. 

The two men heard this news of Eve's 
strange resolution with difierent feelings. 
Mr. Cameron did not regard the matter as of 
much importance. "I daresay it is only a 
whim," he remarked. ** Women are full of 
fancies. They would never keep their hves 
sweet and wholesome without these shifting 
winds." 

" Bernard may be mistaken," said Forrest. 
" It would be wrong and f oohsh to give up, 
now that so much is assured. Indeed I 
should not like to think of Eve struggling 
amongst a set of third-rate performers. 
Every profession has its grades. Perhaps it 
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will be better for me to see Bernard Fielding 
to-morrow, before I make out my plans." 
He looked at Mrs. Cameron, as if for advice. 

" Why not see Eve herself? If her life is 
not sweet and clean, it is not altogether her 
fault ; but, indeed, I have known hghtsome 
little feet go cleanly where weightier ones 
have sunk in the mire." 

Whatever motive the right-minded, though 
somewhat stem, old lady had in making this 
suggestion, she was glad that her son 
supported it and that Forrest seemed dis- 
posed to Ksten. 

He would think about it ; at any rate, 
he would defer his intended appeal for the 
dissolution of his unfortunate marriage until 
he knew more about Eve. 

Mr. Cameron asked him, in a very un- 
amiable manner, why he was so anxious to 
free himself now, when he had passively 
endured the yoke for so many years and 
had even thought of superimposing another, 

"I wish to marry again," said Forrest, 
bravely meeting the question; "and I don't 
see why I should not, if any one agrees with 
me in the matter." 
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Cameron's countenance fell, and his spirit 
too, apparently. " Of course it is no business 
of mine; tastes differ, that's all." He looked 
as if wondering why their untimely visitor 
did not go away, and told his mother it was 
time she went to bed. 

Mr. Forrest could not linger after that. 
As soon as the door was closed upon him, 
Mrs. Cameron remarked, in a tone at 
variance with her harsh words, " George, you 
are as great a fool as ever." 

" Very likely ; but why at this moment 
must you tell me so ?" 

" Why could you not make him explain 
himself? I don't beheve it is Mary Elton he 
is thinking about at all. He has not been 
with her for a long time, and he is too 
volatile to be attached to an idea." 

" She went to the assizes in Miss Lawson's 
pony-carriage, and he may have been staying 
in the same house for any thing we know. 
At any rate, you are mistaken ; he has been 
with her. It came out in evidence that they 
have been meeting in the old abbey. 
However, I don't see that his leavings or 
his choosings are any thing to us, mother." 
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Mrs. Cameron looked surprised and vexed. 
"Mary must be warned; she must be told 
all about this marrying business. She 
might have overlooked his former follies, she 
is just the girl to take a man for better or for 
worse, while there was a chance for believing 
there was nothing worse — but she would not 
let him commit an absolute wrong for her 
sake. She must be told in time." 

" I shall tell her nothing." This was said 
in a way which meant absolute resolve 
through any fate. 

"Then I shall. You said you left Mary 
nursing Eatty Fletcher. Have they room for 
me for a night in their lodgings ?" 

"I should think not. It is a poor little 
place." 

"It is dreary work, watching by a dying . 
bed. I shall go and see for myself if there 
be any hope of getting Eatty home." 

However cogent her reasons and strong 
her resolutions, Mrs. Cameron was not able 
to abide by them. Most unwiUingly, and 
with many murmurings against the in- 
evitable, — not the great and just abstraction, 
her piety was too innate for that, but 
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against her particular exemplification of the 
inevitable — the poor old lady had to suffer 
for the excitement of that midnight quarrel 
with her young Cousin Forrest, as, according 
to her old-fashioned courtesy, she styled the 
master of Wyckam. Many times she tried to 
persuade George to go to Mary Elton and, 
for her sake, as much as their own, to warn 
h6r of the extreme duplicity of her faithless 
lover, asserting that if a marriage between 
them were to take place the sin would lie at 
his gate. "For, after all," said she, "people 
are responsible according to the manner 
in which the Divine rays reach them; and 
Fred's mother was such an interposing 
providence, Heaven's lights were all refracted 
by her before they could touch her son. 
She forgot that she must leave him, aU 
dazzled and bewildered, some time. Now 
you have had a will and a way of your own 
ever since you could take them, and I 
don't believe you were ever taken un- 
awares ; therefore, you are a very responsible 
person." 

"Yes, I was once, when I threw mysslf 
between an angry man's uplifted hand 
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and his doomed wife. I struck Ids arm 
so that he received his own blow, and his 
disappointed victim flew at me Kke a fury 
for my interference. I don't wish to repeat 
this mistake," Cameron rephed shortly^ 
turning away. 

He was sure if he were to go and declare 
to a girl that her beloved one was base, she 
would be indignant, especially if she had 
reason to beUeve the defamer had certain 
aims and desires of his own to make good 
thereby. 

Perhaps nothing could have been better 
for Mary in those early days of her dis- 
enchantment — not only with Forrest, all 
mankind suffered defloration through his 
error — than watching by the meek and 
grateful Kitty. Hers had been such a poor 
little life in outward seeming; there had 
been no flowers in her spring, no fresh 
breezes, or gentle showers, or sunny beams ; 
and yet it was worthy of being rounded off 
with death. Kitty seemed to be aware 
of these privations as she lay watching 
Mary's noble face, that was showing its 
harvest of her soul's joys and sorrows 
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now that she had realized all and had only 
to make up her mind in patience. 

Two or three times Kitty wondered how it 
would be with her, she had Uved and thought 
so little; for though she knew the Bible 
almost by heart, and of course had tried 
to comfort herself with the assurance that 
the kingdom of Heaven is of such as are 
childUke, Kitty knew that hers was no 
child's soul, with its trust too perfect even for 
wonder, and its love too pure to think of 
any return. 

Harry was a most gracious little minis- 
trant to her in those solemn days; perhaps 
no priest could have come so near. His 
weird young spirit must have gone through 
some strange rarefactions in the course of its 
evolvement, which must have been very 
surprising to Mary, who probably felt half 
frightened at the result of any interference in 
the work of his education. 

Harry seemed to have found his congenial 
atmosphere in the border-land about which 
Kitty's soul was hovering, and he looked and 
talked as if he were the famiUar of things 
that are scarcely of earth, and certainly 
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not yet of Heaven ; his imagination being on 
the stretch all the time, while his anxiety, to 
hear the voice that should call away poor 
Kitty was very urgent. She, who had never 
known children, behoved in him as a type of 
them all ; and so believing, life did not appear 
so very exacting and disappointing. 

During the week that Kitty Uved Mr. 
Cameron went three times to see how they 
were; spending a few hours in quiet 
attendance, so as to relieve Mary, and then 
walking thoughtfiiUy home at night. No 
doubt he took cool counsel with himself 
in those long, silent walks, but he always 
found a necessity for the sympathetic violono 
on his return home. 

His mother, knowing of these visits, and 
all the pain they must keep quick in his 
patient, waiting heart, and reverencing his 
great, self -repressing nature, was an anxious 
listener for his return, and then for the 
revelation that would only come through the 
medium of music. She knew his mood 
through this interpreter as well as if he had 
told her. There was not any hope yet, but 
there was not absolute despair. Beethoven's 
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grand, steady soul was his principal resource 
in those feverish days, and it was a great 
help to his own troubled and tempted soul. 
Over the Master's great works he sat for hours, 
infiising his own mood, sternly sad, or 
defiant, or aspiring, and in perfect concert 
weaving the mystical marriage, which must be 
wherever there is the fellowship of genius. 
No man would seek to enter his heaven by 
maligning another, after such communion, 
he knew well, and Mrs. Cameron was bound 
to the same opinion, however unwittingly. 
But that no man need peke and pine, even 
for the sake of the very maiden he thinks 
supreme, if he has a fair amount of worldly 
wit, was her more willing commentary. 

Kitty was called at last ; and was buried 
in the city churchyard, to Uttle Harry's un- 
bounded amazement and concern. He had 
been so certain of a bodily translation, had 
watched with such zealous faith for the 
winged messengers, he was grieved and in- 
dignant beyond measure at the material 
interference usurping the final charge. For- 
tunately Mr. Cameron was at hand to lighten 
up some of these obscure matters, or Harry's 

VOL. TTI. s 
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zeal might have been as inconvenient, if not 
as cruel, as zeal without knowledge has so 
often been. For Hany believed in Mr. 
Cameron with the intuitive faith a young 
soul has, by wise and tender arrangement, 
for any one who is not false, in order that the 
higher faith may be bom and nursed. He 
beUeved in him in spite of his uncomfortable 
habit of growling and nipping at him with 
set teeth, as he always did whenever he 
chanced to be near young things. 

When there was nothing more to be done 
for Kitty^ Mr. Cameron drove Mary and Harry 
home in an open carriage one sweet spring 
morning. The child insisted upon standing 
up before them and leaning 6ver the splash- 
board, having an imaginary hold of the reins 
and a general guidance of the whole concern. 
Being very much absorbed in this business, 
he was impelled from time to time to turn 
his attention towards his two Abends to as- 
sure himself that they had not slipped away 
out of his keeping. Once he said, with the 
most perfect solemnity, *' Mamie, you and 
Mr. Cameron are the calf and the lion, and I 
am the Uttle child that leads you." 
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Sitting by the side of the one who seemed 
to him to be every thing, and almost the only 
thing, that was good and pleasant of woman- 
kind, with the soft, tender heavens enfolding 
them, and all around the nature that was 
renewing and fulfilling the fairest and divinest 
purposes, it was not wonderful if even Mr. 
Cameron felt inspired and hopefiil. He had 
certainly passed the high-day of love, when, 
so far as the lover is concerned, the rare 
forces of the universe are quite beside the 
mark, if he is not mated according to his 
desire, for he felt as if nature herself were his 
partisan, and must be charming the soul of 
the httle silent maiden who knew how much 
he cared. Still he could not speak for him- 
self again. The chivalrous, refraining senti- 
ment that had grown so strong in his lonely, 
restricted existence, fettered him so com- 
pletely he fancied nothing short of a sort of 
miraculous intervention could bring about 
the relation he only cared to hve for. 

How could Mary, just having escaped from 
the subtle, faithless fascination of Frederick 
Forrest, help feeling a certain safe strength 
and an assured blissfulness in the atmosphere 
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of an affection so genuine and patient? 
Guessing that Cameron knew pretty well all 
about the shameful involvements and decep- 
tions of Forrest's career, she longed to speak 
to him of the confession that had been made 
only just in time to save her from the shock 
that might have come in the public court. 
It was not likely that a new love could spring 
suddenly into fiiU life from the warm ashes 
of the old; and since this disenchantment 
Mary had felt the pecuhar and painful nature 
of her home bondage more heavily. Even if 
she could leave her father to the guardian- 
ship of his wife, she could never leave Uttle 
Harry to find out for himself, and alone, that . 
the poor father, whom he pitied so much and 
regarded with such tender faith as a sort of 
ugly duckling, with grand and beautiful capa- 
cities folded in somewhere, was lost and 
dolwisod and hateful to the very core. She, 
too, seemed constrained to wait for some 
interposing prodigy; and it came at last 
through the medium of Harry. Thinking 
tl\oy had all been silent long enough on that 
bright, inspiriting morning, or perhaps being 
touched by the fine, pervading influences. 
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rare and illimitable as thought, that seemed 
neither of matter nor of spirit, and yet to 
govern both, he turned round suddenly and 
exclaimed, " I hope Mr. Forrest is not going 
to marry Mamie again ! He made every- 
thing so nasty. And, Mr. Cameron, he took 
her away from me, all by himself, in the 
walks and made her so sorry 1" 

"Never mind, Harry; I don't think he 
will do so again," said Mary, with a height- 
ened colour, and a spirit in her tone that 
pleased Cameron exceedingly. 

They were in the by-lanes, and he had to 
get down to open a gate, and as he put the 
reins into Mary's hands he looked into her 
face. What she read from that glance can 
be imagined, because we know how that 
rugged brow and the deep grey eyes could 
radiate the feelings of the strong, tenderj'ifead 
pitying soul. And he must have met some 
sympathetic grace from Mary's eyes, for 
when he took his place again, and the reins 
from her guiding hand, he said, " Perhaps, 
sometime, Mary, before I am quite an old 
man?" 

To which significant question she replied* 
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with a quiet, half-sad smile, "I shall be 
dismal and faithless for a long time, and 
Hany could not do without me." , 

" He never need ! Harry shall help you 
bear with me and the old violono, Mary, if 
the time should ever come when you can 
leave your father." 

That night Mrs. Cameron's heart was 
gladdened by as triumphant an epithalamium 
as the old violono could develope. 

George Cameron was not a man to thrust 
his own desires and hopes forward to the 
ruin or even the annoyance of another ; he 
would not take from a failing, erring fellow- 
creature the one chance of redemption for the 
glory and joy of his own life. He knew 
Mary too well to suppose that such an idea 
would meet with any encouragement; but 
there was no longer any reason why they 
should not help each other. Life would be 
as much stronger as it would be brighter and 
fairer, now that those two hands were clasped 
for better and richer, or even for worse, if God 
should please to call them to a worse. 

So the happy, sympathetic instrument 
did its part well in giving forth joyful. 
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triumpliant, wedding harmonies; for this 
union was a reality to these two helped and 
comforted souls, though it might be long 
before it was a reality for the world's 
knowledge. 



CHAPTER XV. 



SACRIFICES, 



"PVE, flying from the glory that had been 
the aim of her life, flying too in her 
radiant beauty and clad with the very vest- 
ments of her triumph, was a briUiant and 
exciting apparition for the wakeful Londoners 
that May morning. The face so strangely 
beautiful in its wearied dejection, the starry, 
mystical ornaments that flashed from the soft, 
rich robe, induced many curious eyes of 
romantic housemaids and sentimental clerks 
to follow in wondering sympathy. They 
were half in the secret of some elopement of 
high-life interest; and any cab, going with 
more than mere business speed in the same 
direction, was watched with tender interest. 
The young street vagrants evolved their own 
idea, and scampered and screamed enough 
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for a day's work; one, more facetious tha\i 
his peers in impudence, directed the driver to 
Buckingham Palace, explaining that his fare, 
being a foreign princess, was expected there. 
Indijfferent to every thing, except the cuts 
those enterprising young legs got from her 
coachman, Eve reviewed her position. 

A singular and bold course she had taken, 
and one she must have been strangely pos- 
sessed to have conceived — this was certain. 
The highly-toned excitement had passed from 
her mind, but not the purpose; that was 
right and fixed still, taking even a more 
sacred character and obligation as she ap- 
proached the distasteful vulgarity of her 
home. Henceforth there were to be no more 
glorious aspirations; she had attained her 
grand standard, had stood in her crowned 
moment the idol of fine musical souls, a 
priestess of the art she reverenced and loved, 
and the result had pained and shamed her 
bitterly ; so much that it must not recur. 

" This false life may be quite right to those 
who do not feel that it is false," Eve thought. 
" Of course it is right, it is beautiful to sing 
BO finely those grand things the masters have 
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composed on purpose to be sung; but it is 
trying. It was misery and desecration to me. 
For Bernard did not care. Bernard does not 
feel. He was Kelita, truly enough, a hard- 
hearted, high-souled young Levite, as he is ; 
ready to give up wife and little ones for his 
legahties and pride. It is right for him, and 
would be right for me if I could have been the 
alien wife, and not Eve. Yet I would rather be 
Eve after all ; I would rather be, than seem. 
Perhaps sometime I may be able to translate 
those noble things without this pain and 
shame. Certainly Bernard Fielding shall 
never sing his sweet, loving, excellent songs, 
as if there were no heart under my artist 
robe, any more." 

So Eve, like many another maiden, having 
been wooed and won incontinently, had to 
endure a sort of typical suttee, iq which the 
very life must have its rite of fire. 

Of course nothing of all this could be said 
at home, and the setting-in was dreary and 
lonely enough. Though for the higher life 
there can be no question of the expediency and 
beauty of any true and intense passion, the 
trial by flood or fire is terrible not the less. 
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Will Fletcher liad not returned after the 
opera, having taken himself off, in his chagrin, to 
get ready for his Australian banishment as he 
proposed ; and even his cheerful, if weak, com- 
panionship was wanting. The women were of 
course proud enough of their fair and success- 
ful young artist, and did all they could to make 
her life charming to her and useful to them- 
selves. Yet the luxurious meals and gay 
upholstery of house and person, the super- 
abundance of dead- weight continually before 
her, even in the society they chose, or which 
chose them, were all clear against Cameron's 
little lawless singing-maid, the Graceful Con- 
sort of those stirring days, the Bvalina, San 
Serle had delighted to honour, and especially 
the enthusiastic lover of such a fine abstrac- 
tion as Bernard Fielding presented. Then it 
was that Eve longed for a brother who would 
be as faithfiil as Will, but more of her own 
stamp ; or a sister, who would help her to 
bear and see her way through; for she did 
not know how very Uttle young creatures 
are to each other, each one being too intent 
upon its own vital problem. And then that 
mythical father, about whose existence she 
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had dreamed and speculated, became more 
necessary and definite, till most of her inte- 
rest was divided between his idea and Ber- 
nard Fielding's. Eve questioned her mother 
about this much-desired relative, and she, not 
being able to deceive her with idle nonsense 
now, confided her difficulty to Mrs. Bray. 

" It seems to me as if it must come out 
now," said she. " The captain's trial will 
perhaps make an exposure, and I don't see 
how we can keep the papers from Eve. I 
do think I should like to teU her all about 
it." 

" Well, Sophy, I always thought you weak- 
minded, but I never gave you credit for 
being capable of giving up your character 
to your own child — ^to say nothing of 
the living and position you must lose if 
Eve should ever know who she is!" Mrs. 
Bray expostulated, with much force, because 
she did not know everything, and believed 
her own prospects would be ruined if Eve 
knew all. 

The meek Sophy retired within herself, as 
she had done so many times before stronger 
wills, but she made one more effort for her 
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case. '' Still, you know, if any thing should 
happen to the captain I shall be free again. 
I always respected the captain; and you 
have said very often that he was a fine figure 
and good-natured to a fault : still I never 
exactly looked upon him in the light of a 
husband — I expect people don't, if the choice 
is not of themselves." This was put in as 
some apology for the calmness with which 
she could discuss his probable fate. 

" They can only transport him, though it 
might have been a hanging matter if some- 
body had not helped to keep back some 
important evidence," Mrs. Bray remarked 
coolly. " But as it will be transportation he 
will be out of the way of helping you ; so I 
should have thought there was all the more 
reason for keeping a still tongue in your head." 
" What are we to do about the newspaper, 
then ? Is Eve to see and hear nothing about 
it?^ Why, you yourself, Ann Bray, could 
scarcely expect me to put such a command 
on my feelings as to make no comments. 
Indeed I would not trust you to bo always 
on your guard, especially if you had been to 
the altar twice." 
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"You always did run into extremes, 
Sophy, ever since you set up to be the 
handsomest and finest girl in Framborough ; 
and Eve takes after you. She is always 
out of doors now, a-wandering about; and 
I shouldn't wonder if she has picked up a 
lover and will give us no end of trouble. 
There, she is coming in now, so, if you please, 
we will say no more about the trial till we 
see what there is in the paper, and then we 
can act accordingly." 

Eve had taken to rambUng strangely, 
spending many hours each day in the parks ; 
sohtary hours, though with plenty of people 
about. It was fine spring weather, and that 
was sufficient to draw her away from the 
close town house and to quicken the fancies 
of her teeming soul. It was not in her 
power to suppress her genius, though she 
decided upon suppressing some of its rarer 
manifestations. So she could no more help 
translating the ideas of the masters she knew 
and loved, than any poet can help rendering 
his estimate of the world about him. Her 
lonely hours, therefore, were full and real 
in a finer and more lovely way than were 
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those of the more apparently eloquent throng 
about her. 

Being occupied with so many absorbing 
and native matters, Eve did not appear 
likely to give her friends much trouble ; but, 
somehow, even the most absorbed and fertile 
of minds have their electric points, with their 
capricious sensitiveness and attractive forces; 
and Eve had always felt a peculiar interest in 
the master of Wyckam Hall. It was a shy, 
reserved feeling in his presence, a persistent 
recurrence of his words and manner to her 
mind after she had seen him, which she 
wondered and smiled at in her own inde- 
pendent way, but which seemed more lingering 
than most of her childhood*s habits. Knowing 
from Will Fletcher how deeply Mr. Forrest 
was likely to be involved in Captain Jones's 
trial, she had thought about him more than 
usual during the week, and asked for the 
local newspaper at breakfast-time on the 
morning of its accustomed appearance, say- 
ing the postman must have forgotten them 
on the one day she cared for his coming. 
Mrs. Bray's silence and Sophy's pecuUar look 
were not lost upon her, and, being aware how 
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deeply her mother must be concerned in the 
details and result of the case, Eve waited 
until Mrs. Bray went out upon some domestic 
errand, and then sought for the timid, anxious 
woman who had shut herself up in her own 
room to be out of the way with her secret. 

The temptation came and could not be 
resisted. Eve's firm little knock at the 
bolted door. Eve's sweet yet decided voice, 
" Manmaa, do let me in," repeating with a 
certain authority her request, were success- 
ful. Sophy hid the newspaper and opened 
the door, as soon as she had wiped the tears 
from her eyes; but the traces of the tears 
were there and the flushed, conscious light 
was on her face. The gentle, daughter-like 
mood of the intruder, the pride the poor 
woman had in her beautiful and gifted child, 
and the excitement of reading Mr. Forrest's 
evidence in court, quite overcame Mrs. Bray's 
sophisms and her own dread of probable 
consequences; and through much weeping 
and hesitancy, and with some suggestive lead- 
ings from Eve, the truth was told. 

Sophy's shame seemed to be dissolving 
into the great, roomy nothingness that so 
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mercifully receives human cast-off sujBTerings 
and passions. It became indeed more like 
a solemn joy, when Eve, rising from her 
kneeliiig position by her side, the glow of 
her great, joyful surprise making form and 
face more noble and lovely, and regarding 
her, the poor faded singer, with a sort of 
reverence, said, "Mamma, poor Mamma! 
why you are Mrs. Forrest of Wyckam ! and 
I — ^who on earth am I ?" 

That was not to be realized all at once. 
She walked slowly to the window, feeling as 
if she must have wider space for the thought 
of this grand change, but returned very soon 
to ask why this long silence and estrange- 
ment had been suffered to grow so hard and 
dark ; because, as she said, " what has been 
can never be quite blotted out," adding, with 
a dignity, simple as touching, "you know, 
mamma, there was always me." 

Sophy explained as well as she could. 
" Mr. Forrest was so young, younger than 
I, and people said I misled him. Then he 
was very changeable and grew tired of me 
very soon, before we returned to England; 
and I could not bear to face Madam Forrest, 
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274 ONLY EVB. 

especially as I knew lie did not care for me. 
If he had loved me, of course it would have 
been diflferent. I knew, too, it was not a 
legal marriage. He was under age, and the 
ceremony was only to please a passing fancy. 
And, you know, since then, because he 
wished it, I have been married to Captain 
Jones." 

"Yes," Eve said thoughtfully; "that was 
wicked." 

"I could not help it. Eve dear. Some 
people must do what others tell them. Mrs. 
Bray says I am weak-minded, and you have 
looked as if you thought so too ; but I have 
kept his secret till now. And now you 
must keep it for us both. You would no 
more care to claim a father who had dis- 
owned you than I did to claim a husband 
who did not want me." 

Limp and faded as she was, and witk no 
pretence to any high quality except this 
fidelity to one idea, Sophy did not look 
repugnant to her child, and she kissed her 
with a feeling she had never shown before. 

"Then I am only Eve after all?" she 
exclaimed, with a touch of her childish sim- 
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plicity, though there was some consciousness 
of her own worth in the tone. 

" You will not mind very much, shall you, 
darling ? I shall be sorry to have told you 
if you mind so as to be unhappy," said 
Sophy, who was, in fact, much happier for 
this confidence, the captain's mischance not- 
withstanding. 

" Yes, I shall mind, but in a very dijfferent 
way — not in the old fearful, doubtful way 
any more. Because what has been cannot 
be as if it had never been, just for a whim." 

"You had better go away before Mrs. 
Bray comes in, dear ; she is very suspicious, 
and I would not have her know I have been 
talking to you in this way." 

"Does not Mrs. Bray know about it?" 
Eve asked, wondering what reasons she could 
have, if she knew all, for objecting. 

•" Not about the marriage — and I must 
never t^U that. She would never let me 
rest a moment. You know it would be a 
fine thing for Ann Bray to tell, and to get 
me righted, as she would call it. She would 
make herself of more account at Wyckam 
Hall than she had ever done before." 

T 2 
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Eve heard without attending. UnfortUr 
nately there was another more potent reason 
why Sophy's first marriage could not be spoken 
of, which seemed to have been overlooked. 
A second marriage had been contracted, and 
there was no suppression of that fact. Eve 
had just time to remind her mother of this 
and to say that she should never regret 
having told her and trusted her, when Mrs. 
Bray was heard below. 

The strong antipathy she had always had for 
this overbearing and encroaching woman was 
intensified, if possible, by the new hght that 
had been thrown upon her social relations, and 
she felt resolved to free the house from this 
supervision. Her future career, though vapid 
enough, would be more tolerable to Eve if 
she and her mother were alone. 

" We will go on a& usual for a day or two, 
but she must go. I can keep the house, Mrs. 
Cameron taught me that," Eve whispered. 
" Now I shall go and walk in the park and 
let the fresh air blow well into all the nooks 
and crannies of this strange news, till I can 
realize just where I am in this startUng 
world." 
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• " Yes, dear, run ; I hear her step on the 
stairs now," 

Sophy looked so frightened her daughter's 
fancy for tempting perilous possibilities was 
excited, and, putting her finger on her lip 
and bending forward in a saucy, defiant 
attitude, she listened for the ascending 
footsteps, looking as though an encounter 
from her present vantage-ground would be 
very welcome. 

Sophy's meeker spirit quailed before the 
threatened intrusion, and she hastily locked 
the door, making a warning sign at the same 
time. 

Eve had intended to take some little time 
for reflection before formally routing Mrs. 
Bray ; but quick, unpremeditated action was 
always more in accordance with her skill and 
taste, and therefore more likely to be suc- 
cessful than a deliberated plan. She was 
ashamed and sorry, too, to see her mother 
so prone and craven before this exacting, 
vulgar-minded person, whose perpetual pre- 
sence made their existence seem hopelessly 
mean, and whose sole claim upon them was 
of her own will and pleasure. She gave her 
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head its characteristic little toss and her face 
radiated mischief as she awaited the signal 
from without. 

Mrs. Bray turned the door-handle with her 
usual confidence in common rights and special 
immunities, and, finding an obstacle to her 
progress, she ejaculated expressively and 
knocked impatiently. No answer coming, 
she said, " It's me — ^Mrs. Bray — ^you roay 
open the door, Sophy ; I daresay Eve is out 
on her rambles, so we can discuss our plans 
in peace and quietness." 

Eve's face flushed, but she opened the door 
gently, and, smiling at Mrs. Bray's involun- 
tary start, said, " You can come in, though 
it is mamma's room, for we have something to 
say to you. We have been talking over a few 
things, and we think, all things considered, we 
can do without you in the future, Mrs. Bray." 

Seeing that amazement at this audacity 
had taken away the power of immediate 
reply. Eve took advantage of the portentous 
calm to add, ^^ I think mamma can spend our 
money pretty well ; at least, if she cannot, 
I can, and she wishes me to be her house- 
keeper. Do you not, mamma ?" 
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Who could have resisted that impelling 
question ? No command ever came with a 
more imperious grace. Sophy's eyes fell, 
but she said, with sufficient decision, " Cer- 
tainly, my dear." 

Mrs. Bray turned her back towards Eve 
as she said, a whole battery of scorn in tone 
and look, " It isn't every one as has the? 
strength of mind to insult and give up an 
old friend just at the very time when her 
advice and help is most needed, but I might 
have expected it of you, Sophy Fletcher. I 
know you don't mean anything, nor ever 
did, but to be led by the nose by anybody 
who will take the pains to put a ring in it." 

Eve intercepted any reply her mother 
might be going to make by saying, " I shall 
not suflFer you to speak in that way to my 
mother, I will not have her insulted by any 
one." 

" Indeed ! is it because she is the wife of 
a highwayman who is to be transported for 
life beyond the seas?" Mrs. Bray remarked, 
sarcastically, but still without turning round. 

" I did not mean to be angry," said Eve, 
her voice trembling with only half-suppressed 



280 ONLY EVE. 

passion. " I did not mean to have you turned 
out, but just to dismiss you quietly. Now, 
I insist upon your going this very day." 

Mrs. Bray was not so easily influenced by 
look and manner as Sophy, still she seemed 
to prefer not to meet the indignant girl's 
eyes. " You had better send her out, I have 
something very particular to say to you," 
she remarked, as if she had not heard that 
angry dismissal at all. 

Sophy was in a great strait and spoke 
with mild hesitation, as if she wished to 
compromise. " I am sure we don*t want to 
be rude to you, Ann Bray, but, you see. Eve 
is the support of us all ; and it is but natural 
she should prefer her mother. Most young 
things do hang to their mothers, especially 
if they fancy any thing is getting in between 
them ; so I think you had better go quietly. 
You know Eve is not like me." 

" Well, no, there's some comfort iq that." 
An acrid repartee did Ann Bray's soul good, 
even at the expense of its telling in favour of 
a foe. " I should like to know what has set 
you two a-conspiring against me, though I 
don't mean to go out of this house at present. 
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There are things for me to manage that you 
would make a pretty hash of. Send that girl 
out, and I will tell you what." 

Eve was trying to suppress her angry 
feelings that she might see her way through 
this business, which seemed Ukely to prove 
a more difficult matter than she had anti- 
cipated. It was very trying to hear herself 
made of such small account by the ex-house- 
keeper of Wyckam Hall ; so close, too, upon 
the news of her own connexion therewith. 
For her mother's sake, and perhaps partly in 
consideration of this newly- discovered father, 
she managed to repeat with dignity her 
request that Mrs. Bray would go and leave 
them in peace, adding, however, with spirit, 
"for I mean it." 

" I should like to know who you are, miss, 
to be giving me warning to go ?" the irritated 
woman exclaimed, facing her antagonist at 
last. 

The temptation to retort fully was great. 
Eve had never felt more roused to inde- 
pendent action, more willing to claim the 
rights genius had inaugurated, of standing 
alone and unassailed on her high and noble 
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position, a position, too, which she had just 
learned was unassailable. Never in any of 
her fine translations of intense and glowing 
sentiments had she looked more supreme. 
She did not glance towards either of her 
companions ; there was nothing to ally her 
in the least with either of them. Mrs. Bray's 
insulting tone had given the key-note to a 
grand fugue-like train of thought. After all 
it was not worth her while to be angry with 
this person who could perceive nothing in 
this wonderful gift and grace of feeling and 
of song. It was not for her to explain that 
she had a name and a place even in the 
most conventional of social systems. For 
her mother's sake she might have subdued 
Ann Bray with the truth — for her father's, 
she would keep her secret — ^for her own, she 
would not be moved. 

" Oh, I am only Eve ! " 

Her mother had heard that simple phrase 
in Eve's childhood, when it had been a little, 
lowly plea. She started now at the dignity 
and humour of the tone. Pliant, easy natures 
can be stimulated sometimes. Sophy's con- 
fession had done her good. She admired 
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her daughter's self-restraint and perfect un- 
selfishness, and for the first time in her life, 
perhaps, felt raised from circumstances, even 
fi^om herself. Up to this moment she had 
been sitting Ump and languid as usual, pas- 
sive before whatever might take place. Now 
she rose and looked like a mother who had a 
good part to take and would accept it. 

"Eve knows all," she said. "Ay, she 
knows more than you do, Ann Bray. For 
her sake I will tell you who she is if she 
wishes it, though I should suffer for it." 

She looked to Eve for her verdict. 

"Never mind, mother, we will keep our 
secret. It is quite enough to be now, we 
can afford to. seem any thing people choose." 

Mrs. Bray took a crumpled letter from 
her pocket, and, holding it before Sophy's 
eyes, remarked, with oracular obscurity, " I 
suppose that accounts for this, then. I could 
not make out what could have made Fred- 
erick Forrest write to Eve in this fashion. 
Oh, I don't want your letter," she exclaimed, 
tossing it to Eve's eagerly outstretched hand. 
" And I don't want to stop an hour with a 
woman who could act the hypocrite to her 
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best friend ; ay, the only one she had, when 
she needed one most." 

Eve and her mother were quite too much 
interested in their letter to think of vindi- 
cating themselves to this injured friend, who 
left them, without another word, to their fate. 

There were but two or three hues stating 
that he, Mr. Forrest, was going out of the 
country for some time and wished to see 
Eve before he went away. ^ " I should like 
you to come down to Wyckam the day after 
to-morrow, that will be Monday," the note 
said, " you can ask your mother about it. 
If you would rather not come here, I will 
meet you at Mr. Serle's house on that day. 
So write at once, teUing me which arrange- 
ment you prefer." 

It was evident Sophy was not included in 
this beneficent desire, and Eve resented the 
omission in her heart, though she said nothing 
about it. 

" Shall I go to him, mamima ?" she asked, 
with a very unusual deference to the opinion 
of another. 

"Yes, to be sure, you must go, child, 
when your father calls to you. His message 
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has been a long time coming, but I always 
thought it would come if you grew up hand- 
somely. For he has a heart and a conscience, 
too, when things don't go against his fine, 
gentlemanlike tastes." 

" What a fortunate thing it is I made up 
my mind to part with Mrs. Bray ! We should 
never have seen this letter if she had not been 
vexed," Eve exclaimed, very much elated by 
this sudden brightening of her dreary prospect, 
" Everything may turn out well after all." 

"He may not make himself known to 
you ; perhaps it is only a whim or a fit of 
curiosity, or he may wish to make some 
amends and have done with us for ever," 
said Sophy, some consecutive ideas unex-? 
pectedly developing in her mind. "He 
always promised me that I should never 
want, and now that the captain is out of 
the way, you know, he may feel responsible 
for us, and just mean to make sure that 
you will stay by me. If it should be so, 
and he makes no sign, you had better not 
say anything about what I have told you, 
my child." 

^* I shatt say nothing first ; and if he is 
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proud and lofty and treats me as if I were a 
beggar, I shall be very likely to vex him. 
Perhaps I need not go at all, because I mean 
to stay by you/' 

Poor Eve's sun gleams were very shy and 
fitful. It was a happy thing for her that she 
had a brave heart as well as an independent 
soul. Genius sometimes hurts as well as 
intensifies a life ; but Eve had enough of vital 
power yet; and though' she might suffer, 
she would not pine. Two or three times she 
repeated, in her petulant way, " This concern 
seems quite too shaky for me to have any 
thing to do with it safely ; better keep clear 
of it." Yet she wrote to the effect that on 
the following Monday she would start for 
Wyckam and make her way thither as quickly 
as she could. The meantime was spent in 
preparation for appearing before this father 
in such a way as might jar as little as possible 
against his fine, gentlemanlike tastes. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



REPRISAL. 



TT must be admitted that Miss Lawson had 
not passed a very composed night, and 
that on coming down-stairs on the morning 
after her brave proposal she was not free 
from certain tremulous misgivings. The 
recollection that she had really oflFered in 
that moonlight drive to take Frederick Forrest 
for better, for worse, though in justice to her 
heart it must be conceded that the worse 
was just then strikingly in the ascendant, made 
her brow flush before his salutation and her 
hand quiver to the detriment of the coffee 
and the table-cloth. Misig Lawson was not 
by any means an unworthy type of the female 
inaugurators of a newly-modelled sex ; still she 
could not preside at that breakfast-table with 
her accustomed grace, feeling guilty of an 
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anomalous sort of cliivalry, the age might not 
recognize as being in good taste; and her 
Cousin Fred had good taste in manners, 
whatever his morals might show. She knew 
he had not followed her into the house after 
the horse had been taken out of the gig. 
Her ears were quick, and she had been wide 
awake for some hours ; no step had ascended 
the stairs ; and the big house had felt vacant 
and uninteresting till three o'clock ; then the 
dogs barked and the cocks crew, and she was 
sure her surmises were correct, and that he 
was only returning from some midnight 
mission, which assumed inamense importance 
to her mind just then. 

Forrest was not in such a critical and 
fastidious condition as usual. His self-com- 
placency, after having undergone many modi- 
fications recently, had received a severe shock 
from his old and valued friend, Mrs. Cameron. 
Meditation in his lonely midnight walk, this 
old clear-sighted friend's malediction in his 
ears, and the consciousness that it was 
merited at his heart, had not tended to raise 
his estimate of his own rights and privileges. 
Mrs. Cameron had borne with his irregularities 
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wonderfully; she had even condoned his 
singular consignment of his daughter and his 
disgraceful marriage, though he had always felt 
so very much ashamed of that as a proceeding 
not to be condoned. Not till he had pro- 
posed to set aside for ever this vulgar 
marriage, with her son's help, did she turn 
her back upon him and, with corrosive scorn, 
declare herself ashamed of him. 

His conduct, in truth, regarded from her 
point, with its purpose of bringing Eve 
before the public only to brand her and 
debase her, was infamous. He did not know 
how it was that he had such an aptitude for 
getting into unpleasantly low situations when 
he would fain summer on fair and healthful 
heights. He loved the sweet breezes of the 
higher regions, glimpses of the best and 
bravest ; even the pure, celestial lights that 
can only rest on a righteous way, he could 
conceive of and desire with whatever force his 
wavering soul could muster ; and yet he was 
lower down, and his future was more hope- 
lessly murky than ever. The things he had 
done had never seemed so very much out of 
the right at the time; they were, indeed, 
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convenient and pleasant, or, rather, forced 
upon him by plausible circumstances; and 
yet, after a while, with the hght of other minds 
upon them, they were ungenerous and wrong. 

Forrest saw his cousin's blush and liked her 
the better for it, though it brought rather a 
higher tinge than usual to his own brow. 
They could not either look or converse with 
the ease and vivacity which were so natural 
to their relationship and long friendship; 
and Lucy was rapidly becoming convinced 
that she had indeed made an irretrievable error 
by her inversion of nature's privileges, and 
her reflections were of a most confusing kind. 

Perhaps Fred saw and had compassion on 
her. He must have been aware that she 
was not wholly without excuse ; their intimacy 
had been a long and close one, they had talked 
about marriage plenty of times. When she 
had overcome this strange consciousness, he 
must be given to understand that this, too, 
was a playful attack; but, unfortunately, 
when a man is in danger of drowning he 
wants a strong hand and a hempen cord, and 
it would be cruel to make a flaunt of flower 
wreaths before him. 
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He put on his strong boots and his field- 
gaiters and gloves with an abstracted air, 
looking towards her occasionally as if he 
had something to say. When quite fortified 
for a rough country walk, he remarked upon 
the light, gay dress she was wearing with 
some dissatisfaction. 

" I wish you had brought a different sort 
of gown with you, Lucy. I meant to ask 
you to go farming with me, but you are not 
prepared for hedge and ditch casualties; 
and you know I am a cross-country farmer, 
on foot or horseback." 

Lucy started up with the utmost readiness 
and pleasure — what was a silken gown or a 
festival bonnet, or even a cruel and unseemly 
cold, in comparison with the chance of what 
might be the issue of taking Fred in his 
present low mood ? 

"I will be with you in a moment — 
my gown is nothing," she asserted, as 
she hastened from the room before he 
could protest against the risks that might 
ensue. 

The gown was pinned up, a cloak and 
pair of boots clumsy enough to please any 
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one were borrowed from one of the noiaids ; 
and Lucy was marcliing by her cousin's side 
through the fields as if morning dew and 
yellow, adhesive mud were her most con- 
genial elements, and the great splashing, 
demonstrative pointer and the flabby, ca- 
ressing setter her especial familiars. 

Still Fred said nothing. That is to say, 
he talked incessantly about the weather and 
the crops, and wire- worms and young rooks, 
declaring he would not have one bird shot 
this year, and see if they would prefer the 
worms to the seeds. " There is no good to 
be gained without a sacrifice of some sort, 
is there, Lucy?" he observed, with what 
seemed like a sinister smile. 

The morning was warm and damp and her 
boots and cloak were heavy, but she went cheer- 
fully forward for an hour or two, waiting for 
a pause and hoping for a change of topic. A 
pause came at last before a gap in a hedge 
she was expected to struggle through. There 
was a ditch on the other side, with the clay 
banks and a turnip field beyond — no matter ! 
Lucy liked difficulties with Fred, His at- 
tention must be drawn to her while a foot 
had to be extricated or false steps retrieved. 
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Of course she understood the absurdity of 
expecting any thing very particular in the bare 
open fields, with those physical difficulties of 
getting along at all. Still he might lead her 
by another path; there was the wood not 
so very far off — he could meet Mary Elton 
there — and there were the brookside road 
and hedge-rows all available if he chose. 

The farming was done, however — the sheep 
counted, the weeders seen and counselled, 
the homeward way taken in the same com- 
mon-place manner, and no sign was made. 
Men must be autocrats in love, whatever revo- 
lutions society may effect in weightier matters. 
Lucy was as helpless before this great desire 
of her soul, as if the potent and self-willed 
being beside her were literally holding the 
little fluttering, impatient essence in his hand. 
Perhaps he was enjoying this mysterious 
sweet power for the last time. 

When the pair got back to the yard-gate 
Mr. Forrest said, " We need not go in unless 
you are tired. It wants an hour till dinner- 
time. Are you tired, Lucy ? " 

Oh, no, she was not at all tired; but 
she did not turn towards the fields again. 

" Shall we go and look up the eggs ?" 
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This had been a very favourite bit of 
dutifol pastime in former days; but it was 
not a grateful proposal or in very good taste 
just then. Lucy's feelings were not con- 
sistent with standing on tip-toe at all sorts 
of critical points, arms and neck outstretched 
towards this capricious and lordly person- 
age, to receive the delicate little deposits 
at his hands; while he executed various 
gymnastics, half droll, half graceful, before 
her — swinging himself into hay-racks and 
cop-lofts or squeeziQg his fine person 
into comers the fowls had chosen as likely 
to be particularly their own, whence he could 
look down triumphantly and waggishly into 
her upturned eyes. The state of mind for 
egg-hunting ought to be an easy one 
at any rate; if it can be a trifle light, so 
much the better for its success^ — ^understand- 
ing this, and thinking her cousin thoughtless 
or tantalizing, she declined. 

" Come, then, we will go and see how the 
garden grows," said- Forrest, as if the thought 
had only just come into his head, though he 
had been leading himself in that direction 
with certain ends in view all the morning. 
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Lucy helped in opening the glass slides of 
his forcing beds and noticed the growth of 
the garden with becoming interest, though it 
is very probable she was mentally trying to 
solve world-old and much- vexed questions all 
the time. He cut some little wooden forks 
very carefully to peg down the straggling 
shoots and pinched off the superfluous buds, 
and then led her to the haw-haw to see the 
pea-fowl that were marching about the pad- 
dock below. 

"I like to see the fine fellows," Forrest 
remarked, as though addressing himself. 
" They enjoy their privilege of courtship so 
assuredly. It must be very fine to be so cer- 
tain of one's merits and of one's right to 
display them." 

"I think I prefer being certain of the 
merits of another," Lucy replied; love 
making strange revolutions in her little 
worldly heart, or she could not have stood 
in the shade for any other person's sake. 

"The idea has occurred to me, my fair 
cousin, that as women are so much more fair 
and graciously invested than their opposite 
sex, and as they are exceptional in having 
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these advantages over the other female crea- 
tures, perhaps we men are wrong in expecting 
to be the wooers as well as the winners. 
You might only have been reviving an old 
prerogative when you proposed to take me, 
with all my imperfections and accretions, last 
night." 

"Fred, you are ungenerous!" Lucy ex- 
claimed, her really good temper tried at last. 
"Why can you not take what I said last 
night as a jest? Why make such a great 
matter of one little foolish speech ?" 

" Because the circumstances were different 
last night ; and I don^t think you have it in 
your heart to taunt a man when he is low 
and miserable. I don't believe you were 
jesting ; but if you were, say so, Lucy, and I 
will not tease you with my own troubles any 
more." 

As no other reply came than a deepening 
glow on a dovracast face, Forrest went on : 
^ After you left me last night, late as it was, 
I went to Framborough to ask George Came- 
ron to assist me in disannulling my unfortu- 
nate engagement with Sophy Fletcher. I 
thought it might be done easily, considering 
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my youth, its irregular circumstances, and 
Sophy's marriage with Jones. Mrs. Cameron 
reminded me sternly, but justly enough, that 
I had no right to bring poor little Eve for- 
ward simply to make her suffer, and I feel 
she is right. It would be unmanly to expose 
Sophy to the evil consequences of an act 
which originated with myself, however re- 
motely; and it would be unnatural to dis- 
grace my own child. Do you not think so, 
Lucy?" He put her hand within his arm, as 
he spoke, and turned from the happy, flaunt- 
ing birds and the bright sunlight into the 
shady plantation. 

Her hand trembled so she would fain have 
withdrawn it and gone away to evade the 
answer which was so difficult to give. Of 
course she agreed with him, for she was 
neither wrong-headed nor hard-hearted; but 
if she said so, her own fate would be sealed. 
She had encouraged a latent idea that if the 
engagement, as he called his bond with Sophy, 
were so slightly formed and so palpably bro- 
ken, there could be no particular reason for 
dragging it before the public gaze now. It 
had been a secret for twenty years, and if he 
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had not been so careless and impetuous at 
the trial, and then rushed off to the Oame- 
rons in the middle of the night to betray 
himself, it might have remained a secret for 
ever. She could never regard them as mar- 
ried, and she did not imagine her cousin had 
so regarded himself, or why should he have 
thought of Mary Elton ? 

" I suppose it is Miss Elton who has made 
you so wonderfuUy conscientious aU at once ? " 
she said; and then she wished she had not so 
spoken, for Fred recoiled, evidently, and did 
not reply. 

After a painful and constrained pause, he 
said, "You know my conscience interfered 
in that affair, and you stimulated it then, 
telling me I had no right to take her at her 
valuation of me ; and I did not think I had 
any right to make my warm-hearted cousin 
less honourable overtures. If Cameron had 
fallen in with my mood, or if his mother had 
been in bed, as she ought to have been, all 
might have been arranged pleasantly enough 
for the present, and for you and me." 

"Have you seen this Eve since she went 
away?" Lucy asked rather distantly. 
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** Yes ; I went to hear her in Serle's opera. 
She is a beautiful, and apparently a high- 
spirited girl, with enough of talent to make 
her own fortune good." 

"You had better write to her. She will 
hear all about herself now, and you ^light as 
well acknowledge her. Very likely she will 
not care for you, but prefer her own life with 
the London professionals and public to idolize 
her. But if she should choose to come here, 
and you should wish her to do so, I will stay 
to receive her." 

" Thank you, Lucy ; you were always kind. 
We shall never cease to be friends, I fancy ?" 
Forrest spoke earnestly, for he was half afraid 
Lucy might be inclined to sink the cousinship, 
and so be nothing at all to him. 

His relation to Eve, so unrealized and 
strange, could afford but small satisfaction 
for some time, even if she consented to give 
up her profession for him and the lonely farm- 
house. 

Lucy had not any idea of making such 
traffic sacrifices for a sentiment. This cousin 
was preferred to any one else still, and he had 
been tested repeatedly. At twenty she had 
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been hopelessly in love with him, when his 
secret had been discovered; at thirty she had 
avenged herself by as many flirtations as she 
could stimulate. Now she might reason- 
ably gather her rose-buds from his garden, at 
least so long as no more privileged hand 
withheld them. To set his mind at rest on 
this issue, she declared, with smiling ingenu- 
ousness, that she thought they were too es- 
sentially one to fall apart; society would 
hardly interpose to make two miserable units 
of them now. " But," said she, presuming upon 
the warmth of the moment, " you must stay 
at home and mind your farm and not heed 
the little venomous darts that may be aimed 
at you and your fair fame for some time to 
come. If you go abroad and neglect your 
home and friends because Framborough is cen- 
sorious,! willnot answerfor the consequences." 

"Very well; at least I will not take my 
flight till I have seen Eve. With a kindly 
cousin and a daughter in the world, it must 
be a man's own fault if his home is lonely." 

" I see some lilac drapery fluttering about 
the bushes; perhaps Sally is coming to see 
after her boots." 
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"Or to take an idea of courtship for the 
enlightenment of the kitchen aspirants — or 
perhaps it is an innocent hint that dinner 
waits," Forrest repUed, as he turned into the 
wider path that led them towards the house. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



HOME. 



fTHOUGH Eve's note of assent to Mr. 
Forrest's invitation had been forwarded, 
slie kept her mother and herself in a whirl of 
indecision during the intervening hours. To 
go or not to go ? — she might have been a child 
pulling daisy petals or puffing dandelion 
parachutes, she felt so unbalanced and at the 
mercy of a fate she might invoke and then 
despise. Still the preparations went on as if 
she had drifted from her own keeping, and 
on Saturday night a little farewell note was 
sent to Mr. Serle, thanking him for aQ his 
goodness, and saying that the writer was 
going to Framborough on particular business 
for a week. Eve had a purpose in sending 
this bit of news to Mr. Serle. She had 
renounced his guardianship in a moment of 
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excitement, and when only one lonely course 
of living seemed possible; now she needed 
his counsel and hoped he might call on 
Sunday night and tell her what to do. She 
thought she should do well to take his advice 
and confide the secret of her birth to him. 
If there were any latent idea that this kind 
friend w ould indeed befriend her to the very 
utmost, and, while keeping faith with her, let 
Bernard Fielding know who she, poor lonely, 
unconnected Eve, really was, and that perhaps 
Bernard might not flout her if chance threw 
them across each other's path again. Eve 
scarcely realized to her own mind. It is one 
of the privileges of love to have its glamours 
and little wilful wiles, and not to tell too 
much. 

Mr. Serle opened Eve's note over his 
breakfast on Sunday morning ; and his face 
assumed a peculiar, puzzled expression as he 
placed it under a hot muffin plate, instead of 
passing it to his sister according to his 
custom when their letters were before them. 
She was surprised, having no idea that any 
mystery could come in between them now, 
after thirty years of happy confidence, and 
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regarded him and his trifling attempts at 
self-reUance with curiosity and expectation. 

" I wonder whether Bernard Fielding means 
to come in this morning ?" he remarked, after 
a silent minute or two. " Dinny, are girls in 
earnest when they ask you to promise not to 
betray their little heart secrets ? " 

" That must depend upon circumstances, 
and chiefly on their stages of development. 
I have known cases in which the secrets were 
confided as so much invested capital, put out 
at interest on highly speculative terms. I 
should fancy this is a case in point." 

As Miss Serle made this suggestive reply, 
Bernard came and took his place at the 
breakfast-table, and his appearance seemed to 
increase Mr. Serle's moodiness. Presently 
Serle took the note from under the plate and, 
after again glancing over it, read the chief 
part of the contents aloud. They were as 
follows : — 

" Eve has found her proper name, and it 
is worth having and keeping. She has found 
her father too, and is going to Framborough 
on Monday morning to see if he be worth 
having and keeping. Of course this is 
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a secret of as much importance as the one 
Mr. Serle found out for himself the other day." 

"Does she say who this father is?" Ber- 
nard asked quickly. 

"No; but as he is a Framborough man, 
and with an honourable name, we need not 
be at a loss concerning him. Dinorah, we 
little thought we were making felons of 
ourselves when we enticed the impatient 
birdling from the parent nest." 

"It is not Mr. Cameron I" Bernard ex- 
claimed, with decision. " He never did any 
thing clandestine in his life. I have known" 
him ever since I could see, and his life is a 
fairly- written book to be read by all men." 

"No, it certainly is not Mr. Cameron," 
Miss Serle said. " There is not a line or 
shade of identification. But I think I know 
who it is. Little hints of some familiar 
harmony were always floating about Eve ; 
but I could never get at the key. It is 
wonderful how stupid people of decided 
superiority can be I " 

" Who is it, Dinny ? You know I can 
never bear the suspense of riddles, and this 
is the most painful conundrum of my life." 

VOL. III. X 
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Bernard had found the key ; he had been 
in court when Mr. Forrest so nearly confessed 
to a private marriage, and his artistic mind 
traced out the similitudes quickly. 

"It is Mr. Forrest!" he said. "But how 
has Eve discovered this, and what can be 
taking her to him ? " 

" That forlorn mother of hers must have 
been exercising some woman's rights at last," 
Mr. Serle rejoined, seeming almost breathless 
with these rapid developments ; adding, more 
in his usual indolent way, " Is it possible that 
Mr. Forrest's consent must be asked to a 
marriage with my fair and gracious Evalina ?" 

He spoke carelessly, but his sister detected 
the acute glance that was reading whatever 
Bernard's soul might have to tell. His face 
was to be rehed upon for something. 

" Oh, this is the secret of importance that 
you found out for yourself the other day, 
is it?" Bernard asked, with a rapidity that 
was meant to prevent any confusion from 
becoming manifest. 

" What do you mean ? I have not be- 
trayed this confidence, though I think I 
ought to betray it before Eve gets into the 
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meslies of an ordinary young lady. What do 
you think, Dinorah ?" 

" As you have not confided in me, I can- 
not form an opinion. There, the bell has 
ceased and we are all missing the morning 
service ! Bernard, are you not* ashamed of 
us ?" Miss Serle said coolly, putting forth her 
hand for Eve's note, that she might see for 
herself if anything more was to be made out 
from it. 

" An old friend's engagement may well 
absorb us for one day. San must feel rather 
forgetful of the order of the days," Bernard 
remarked, with a shy look towards the en- 
viable man. 

Serle stroked his flowing hair as if his 
feelings required a sedative, while he said, 
with almost his usual complacency, " The 
night of my opera, Bernard, I sat up till 
Eve arose, that I might ask her to be my 
wife. I shall never sit in that chair again ; 
it might recall the state of mind in which 
I passed that night ; and I am no penitent 
to court a needless pain or an idle tempta- 
tion," 

" I think you might have told me that you. 

X 2 
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were coveting my Grraceful Consort all this 
time," said Bernard rather warmly. 

" Why, my dear boy, if Adam had met his 
Eve with the indifference you have displayed 
all this time there would have been but 
little harmony in Eden ! Unless," Serle went 
on, pensively, " unless it has always been the 
way with these fair Eves, to love even as 
they list, and let the wooing be." 

" What does he mean ? Is he not engaged, 
then?" Bernard asked, turning quickly towards 
Miss Serle. 

" I believe Eve's affections were set else- 
where — so she told him — but he has not 
mentioned the favoured object. I suppose 
that young Will, her cousin, got them before 
she knew their worth." 

" How dreadful you are, Dinny ! I never 
thought a woman could be such a hard 
impediment," Serle said, with some irritation. 

Bernard looked ap with heightened colour. 
" I guessed this long ago," he said. " I am 
very sorry she has been victimizing you too." 

" I think he will get over it. This is the 
sixth grand passion my brother has outlived." 

Bernard's imperial notions of love would 
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have been outraged under other circum- 
stances. At present lie seemed rather glad 
that it was not always a tragedy. 

** Assuredly, a man must take his friends 
into his counsel if he would estimate himself 
modestly. Still I could never have imagined 
that even my dearest and nearest, my own 
femiliar friend would have supposed that I 
must be set aside for a Will Fletcher I No, 1 
am happy in knowing that I yield to no 
ignoble rival ; and I only hope ho will know 
how to make good his advantage." 

Mr. Serle made such eloquent grimace 
Bernard could not even seem indiflferent ; and 
Dinorah laughingly said, "Whoever trusted 
you with a secret, San, must have known but 
little of you or have laid her plans with 
extreme dehcacy. Bernard, we shall be in 
time for the canon's sermon, and if you are 
wise you will retreat before you are made an 
accomplice in your own despite." 

She left the room as she spoke, to dress ; 
but Serle would not be silenced now that he 
had made a partial revelation. 

" Bernard is an accomplice already, by a 
diviner right than any I shall ever exercise," 
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said he. Then, glancing ingenuously from his 
own rather faded reflection in the mirror to 
the immortal-looking young man, he added, 
with a sKght pathos in his tone, " I don't 
know but that I would as Uef make over this 
little part to you, Bernard. Somehow it 
seems to befit you better than me. It takes 
a bold genius to defy the harmonies and still 
educe beauty and perf ectness, and I am not 
bold — and then there is Dinorah ! No, it 
could never have been. Stay a moment, you 
will go to cljurch with my sister ?'* 

" Not to-day," Bernard replied hurriedly. 
*^Do you think I am a marble form, to be 
crowned or unwreathed with gracious indif- 
ference?" 

" Good-bye, then. I suppose I shall not 
see you again at present ?" Serle asked, and 
waited for the reply. 

" I think not at present." 

** It is to be, Dinorah, we may conclude, or 
he would not be rushing away to Fram- 
borough on the spur of the moment," Mr. 
Serle remarked, as his sister entered. 

"Did he say he was going to Fram- 
borough ?" 
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" No ; but of course lie is ; and he has left 
me to go to church with you, and intimates 
that we shall not meet again for some time.'* 

" Indeed I Still I think he has only gone 
to hide his face." 

Mr. Serle never thought of going to advise 
with Eve upon her happy discovery ; all right 
in her and her affairs being so clearly given 
over to another. Still she looked for him all 
day, not leaving the house lest he should be 
missed, and retiring at night disappointed 
and chagrined, and with half a mind to put 
her journey by. The morning brought back 
the native adventurous mood, and she dressed 
with care, attending to the hints her mother 
had given about Mr. Forrest's refined taste 
in dress, even trying the relative merits of 
two bonnets from his point of view. She 
hoped he liked pink, most gentlemen did, 
especially if they were not very young gentle- 
men, and it suited her rich black dress so 
well. 

When Eve went down to breakfast her 
consternation was great at seeing her mother 
also prepared for travelling. 

" I thought you might not like it, dear, so I 
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said nothing ; but it is quite impossible that 
you can go to Wyckam Hall alone ; Mr. 
Forrest knows that, and though he has not 
mentioned it, he would blame me in his mind," 
she explained. 

" But, mamma, it will look as if we were 
going to crush ourselves in ; and indeed I am 
not going to stop at Wyckam." 

Sophy's face flushed. " That must be as 
he pleases," she replied, with the old habit of 
deference. "He means you to stay, or he 
would not have written ; besides, you are a 
young lady, and ought to be in your proper 
place ; that is, if he thinks so. My home is 
not good enough for Miss Forrest." 

Grateful as that title sounded to poor Eve — 
so grateful indeed that her very self seemed 
all glorified, not as with the specious, dazzling 
glory of her professional triumphs, but with 
the fair excellence of a true and honourable 
womanhood — still it was contrary to the 
nature she had been growing into, to suffer 
herself to be handed over and absorbed as 
others might please. She sighed one moment 
in the superabundance of gratified desire, 
and in the next shook her head at the idea of 
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giving up her independence to this capricious 
and untried parent just as lie should please. 

As Sophy uttered tliis name, so coveted and 
so long suppressed, and saw so much grace 
and beauty in her talented child, she felt more 
humbly than ever that she could not expect 
to keep by her; but she would minister as 
long and as near as possible. She fancied 
Eve's hesitation and reluctance to her com- 
pauy proceeded partly from pride or shame 
in her poor mother. 

" I shall not hamper you, dear," said she 
meekly. " I shall bo taken for your maid, most 
likely ; and you need not mind me more than 
you like. I will not even go up to the hall 
so as to bo seen ; and I shall stay with my 
brother Dan until you have settled for the 
future. Perhaps Dan may need me now he 
has no one else ; wo may bo alike in that." 

Eve answered her mother with a tender, 
pitying smile. " If I should stay at Wyckam 
after all — ^but I shall not — yet if something 
quite improbable should keep me at Fram- 
borough — I should like you to bo near. Kitty 
told me how pretty and pleasant Abbey 
Court was, and we nwght perhaps make it 
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nice and comfortable for you. Are you 
really quite ready ? It is time our coach was 
here." 

" Quite ready, darling. I have been at 
work all night." 

Twihght was deepening, and Eve and her 
mother thought they must be getting near 
the end of their journey. It would be too 
dark for Eve to be set down at the toU-bar 
and find her way alone through the Wyckam 
fields — very dreary, and not consistent with 
the tone of her spirit, to present herself alone 
and unannounced at the door of Wyckam 
Hall. They decided upon going on to the 
coach ofl&ce and taking a fly, and then, as 
Eve said, " making the best of it." 

Instead of driving through the toll-bar the 
coach stopped, and some one scrambled down 
from the roof and opened the door. The oil- 
lamp flickered bewilderingly, but it certainly 
was Bernard Fielding who spoke. 

" Jump out, Eve. Here's a carriage from 
Wyckam ; and I think Miss Lawson lis here 
waiting to take you home." 

How strange, yet how natural it all seemed ! 
Eve kissed her mother ; she could not speak ; 
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then she gave her hand to Bernard, who led 
her up to the little carriage and gaily intro- 
duced her to the kindly Lucy. Eve took the 
vacant seat by her side and Bernard, without 
giving any reason for such an eccentric way of 
getting home, placed himself behind them. 

What did he mean ? Had he known Eve 
so well and so long and never thought of 
loving her till he had discovered that she was 
not without a seemly investiture of family 
and name ? Bernard would have been sorely 
ashamed so to judge of himself. The pro- 
bability is, that those whose lives are devoted 
to art, and who exist in an ideal world, require 
some hint from without, a flash from another 
mind, not so much to reveal a fair excellence 
they would do well to appropriate, as to show 
them that they are desiring it already, waiting, 
like the grey and patient morning, for the 
light to break. 

Eve gave herself as little trouble about his 
motives as about the issue of her visit to 
Wyckam. All she cared to know was, that 
instead of making her way lonely and spirit- 
less to the home of her father, creeping in 
like some illicit, neglected thing, to be looked 
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at and tested, and perhaps scorned, she was 
bemg borne along in a sort of ecstatic triumph. 
The fresh night breeze from the fields was a 
chrism as it passed over her brow ; she was a 
happy, glorified Eve, blissful and tender 
already, and quite prepared for any good life 
might have in store. 



THE END. 
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Tennyson's May Queen. 
Weir^ Poetry of Nature. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



Christ in Song. Hymns of Immanuel, selected from all Ages, 
Mrith Notes. By Philip Schaff, D.D. Crown Svo. toned paper, 
beautifully printed at the Chiswick Press. With Initial Letters and 
Ornaments and handsomely bound. New Edition, sr. 

Christabel. See Bayard Series. 

Christmas Presents. See Illustrated Books. 

Chronicles of Castle of Amelroy. 4to. With Photographic 
Illustrations. 2/. as. 

Classified Catalogue of School, College, Technical, and 
General Educational Works in use in Great Britain, arranged 
according to subjects. In z vol. Svo. 3^. 6d. 

Coffin (G. C.) Our New Way Round the World. Svo. I2j. 

Coleridge (Sir J. D.) On Convents. Svo. boards, $5. 

Commons Preservation (Prize Essays on), written in compe- 
tition for Pri2es offered by Henry W. Peek, Esq. Svo. i+r. 

Cradock No well. See Blackmpre. 

Craik (Mrs.), Little Sunshine's Holiday (forming Vol. 1. 
of the John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. Small post Svo. 4s, 

• Poems. Crown, cloth, 5^. 

Adventures of a Brownie. Numerous Illustrations. 

Square cloth, 5^. 

(Georgiana M.) The Cousin from India, forming 



Vol. 2. of John Halifax Series. Small post Svo. 4s. 

Without Kith or Kin. 3 vols, crown 8vo., 31J. 6d, 

Hero Trevelyan. 2 Vols. Post Svo. 21s. 



Craik's American Millwright and Miller. With numerous 
Illustrations. Svo. i/. is. 



List of Publications, 1 5 




Cronise (Titus F.) The Natural Wealth of California, 

comprising Early History^ Geography^ Climate, Commerce, Agriculture, 
Mines, Manufactures, Railroads, Statistics, &c. &c. Imp. 8vo. z/. 5X. 

Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copyright 

Series). z6mo. boards, zx. (xi. ; cloth, sj. 

[ALTON (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and 
Hygiene for Schools, FamilieB, and Colleges, with 
numerous Illustrations. 7^. td, 

Dana ( ) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-, 
four years After. New Edition, with Notes and Reviaions. zamo. 6f. 

Dana (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous 

Illustrations, charts, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra. 2 if. 

Darley (Felix O. C.) Sketches Abroad with Pen and 
Pencil, with 84 Illustrations on Wood. Small 4to. ^s, 6d. 

Daughter (A) of Heth, by Wm. Bi ack. Eleventh and Cheaper 

edition, z vol. crown 8vo. 6s. 

Dawson (Professor) Archaia. Post 8vo. 6s, 

Devonshire Hamlets ; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I Vol. 

8vo. 7J. 6d. 

Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with 

more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c. Royal Svo. cloth 
extra, z/. 5^. 

Dream Book (The) with 12 Drawings in facsimile by E. V. B. 
Med. 4to. z/. zii*. 6^. 

Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and 
Distillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 

Svo. 3/. 3f. 

Duplessis (O.) Wonders of Engraving. With numerous 

Illustrations and Photographs. Svo. 12s. 6d. 

Dussauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise 

on the Art of Tanning. Royal Svo. z/. 10s. 
General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 

Svo. z/. IS. 

NOLISH Catalogue (The), 1835 to 1863, Amal- 
gamating the London and the British Catalogues. Med. Svo. 
half-morocco. 2/. 5^. 

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3J. 6(/, 



mim 



each ; zS66, 1867, z868, 5*. each. 

Writers, Chapters for Self-improvement in English 

Literature ; by the author of "The Gentle Life." 6s. 

Erckmann-Chatrian, Forest House and Catherine's 

Loven. Crown Svo. 3^. 6tl. 
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AITH GARTNEVS Girlhood, by the Author of 
" The Gayworthys." Fcap. with Coloured Frontispiece, y. 6d, 

Favourite English Poems. New and Extended 

Edition, with 300 illustrations. Small 410. 21^. 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, sewed. 

XX. 

Fields (J. T.) Yesterda3rs with Authors. CrownSvo. lo*. 6d, 
Fletcher (Rev. J. C.) and Kidder (Rev. D. P.) Brazil and 

the Brazilians. New Edition, with 150 IHnstrations and supplemen- 
tary matter. Svo. x&r. 

Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale. 
X voL small post Svo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Amgas. 51. 

Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 

jrd Edition, Mrith Frontispiece, y. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 5^. 

Vermot Vale. Small post 4to., with Frontispiece. 5^. 

Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo., with Frontis- 



piece. 4^. 
Friswell (J. H.) Familiar Words, 2nd Edition. 6s. 

A Man's Thoughts. Essay. Small post Svo. cloth, 6s. 

Other People's Windows. Crown Svo. 6s, 

One of Two. 3 vols. i/. lis. 6d, 

Gems of Dutch Art. Twelve Photographs from finest 
Engravings in British Museum. Sup. royal 410. cloth extra. a$s. 

AY\yORTHYS (The), a Stoiy of New England 

Life. Small post Svo. 3;. 6d. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i. Small 4to. 

10s. 6d. 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. Printed in 
Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, form- 
ing suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6s, each; 
or in calf extra, price los, 6d, 

1. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Cha- 
racter of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" His notion of a eentleman is of the noblest and truest order. A 
little compendium of cheerful philosophy." — Daily News. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and drcolated in eyery 
hott8C.**-~CAam6ers Journal. 
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II. 
About in the World. Essays by the Author of "The Gentle 

Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some happy 
lAtz," ^Morning Post. 

III. 

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the ''De Imita- 
tione Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas \k. Kcmpis. With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

'* Evinces independent scholarship, and a profound feeling for the 
original." — Nonconformist. ^ 

Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
volume was never seen." — Illustrattd London Newi. 

IV. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

"The most extensive dictionary ol quotation we have met with." — 
Notes and Queries. 

"Will add to the author's credit with all honest workers."— JB'.ra. 
tnintr, 

V. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of "The Gentle Life." With Vignette Por- 
trait. Second Edition. 

" We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a lai^e 
circulation for this handsome attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to the good-humoured industry of the editor." — lUustratid 
Times. 

VI. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 

Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of "The Uentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to tnc £arl of Derby. 7^. 6d. 

" All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Fris- 
well's edition. — Examiner. 



VII. 

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

"There is not I 
some measure to 



a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
5 the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News. 



VIIL 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 
mission, from the Saturday Rexntw^ Spectator^ &c. 

"The books discussed in this volume sure no less_ valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public 
for having rendered their treasures available to the general reader." — 
Observer. 
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IX. 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life.** Second Edition. 

"All who possess the 'Gentle Life' should own this volume." — 
Standard, 

X. 

Essays on English writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to 
win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English 
literature. To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read 
and study their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume 
before us ab a fitting introduction." — Examiner. 

XI. 

Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. Second 

Edition. ' 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader 
cannot fail to be amused." — Morning Post. 

XII. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Prew. 2*. 6d. 

Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2mo. 3^. 

Family Prayers. i2mo. is, 6d. 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 

i8mo. 2 J. 6d. 

Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. 
Price xos. 6d. 

GoufF^ : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^ 

Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club ; translated and adapted for 
English use by Alphonse Gouffe, head pastrycook to Her Majesty the 
Queen. Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in colours, to- 
gether with 161 woodcuts. 8vo. Coth extra, gilt edges. 2/. 2s. 



Domestic Edition, half-bound, los. 6d. 



" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the gastronomical world." — Patt Mall Gazette. 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 



and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrincs, Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de F-unille, Petits Fours, 
Bonbons, &c. &c. By Jules Gouffe, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey 
Club, and translated and adapted by hi sbrother Alphonse Gouffe, 
Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, translator and editor of 
** The Royal Cookery Book." i vol. royal 8vo., containing upwards ol 
500 Receipts and 34 Illustrations, zos. €d- 
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Girls' Books. A Series written, edited, or translated by the 
Author of " John Halifax." Small post 8vo., cloth extra, 4/. each. 

X. Little Sunshine's Holiday, 
a. The Cousin from India. 

3. Twenty Yean Ag^o. 

4. Ib it True. 

5. An Only Sister. By Madame Guizot Dbwitt. 

Gough (J. B.) The Autobiography and Reminiscences of 

John B. Qough. 8vo. Cloth, z». 
Grant, General, Life of. 8vo. I2s, 
Gui2ot*s History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Royal 8vo. Numerous Illustration^. Vol. i, cloth extra, 24*. ; in Parts, 
3f. each (to be completed in about twenty parts). 

Guyon (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 

Bvo. 7*. td. 



Method of Prayer, Foolscap, u. 




ALL (E. H.) The Great West; Handbook for 

Emigrants and Settlers in America.^ With a large Map of 
routes, railways, and steam communication, complete to pre- 
sent time. Boards, is. 

Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Wind- 
sor. Photographs. 410. 63X. 

Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster, Photo- 
graphs. 5/. 5*. 

Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the 

East. New Edition. Post 8vo. Morocco tuck, z/. \s. 

Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 

8vo. lor. td. 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 
of a Young Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. Isaac Hayes, Author ot 
"The Open Polar Sea." With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, df. 

The Land of Desolation ; Personal Narrative of Ad 

ventures in Greenland. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra. 14;. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table ; the Best Essays ot 
William Hazlitt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series) 
IS. td. 

Healy (M.) Lakeville ; or, Shadow and Substance. A 

Novel. 3 vols. i/. 1 1 J. id. 

A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., cloth. lar. 6</. 

The Home Theatre. Small post 8vo. y, 6d, 
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Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 410., 530 pp. xos. 6d, 

*' A very handsome volume in its t3rpogTaphical externals, and a very 
useful companion to those who, when a (quotation is aptl^ made, like to 
trace it to its source, to dwell on the minutiae of its a|>pucation, and to 
find it illustrated Mrith choice parallel passages firom English and Latin 
authors." — Times. 

** A book well worth adding to one's library.** — Saturday Review. 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of * Gilbert Rugge.' 3 Vols. 

x/. \\s. 6d. 

Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of xoo Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 
7*. 6d 

Hitherto. By the Author of "The Gayworthys." New Edition. 
6t. 

Hoge — Blind Bartimaeus. Popular edition, is. 

Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel ; a Romance, 
s vols. xts. 

(Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, ij*. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. i2mo. i.r. ; Illus- 
trated edition, 31. 6d. 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3.r. 6d» 

Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. 7s, 6d. 

Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. is. 6d. 



Home Theatre (The), by Mary Healy. Small post 8vo. 

y. 6d. 

Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcap. 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and 
People. Post 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. i2mo. cloth. &r. 6d, 

Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. 6s. ; fancy boards, 
as. ; cloth, as. 6d. ; Illustrated Edition, los. 6d. 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Essay on Sonneteers. 2 vols. 8vo. x8«. 

Day by the Fire. Fcap. 6s. 6d. 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown Svo. 

3X. 6d. 

Hyninal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

Bickersteth. 
Ice, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post Svo. 3^. 6d, 
Is it True ? Being Tales Curious and Wonderful. Small post 

Svo., cloth extra. 4^. 

(Forming vol. 4 of the " John Halifax" Series <^ Girls* Books.) 
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LLUSTRATED BOOKS, suitable for Christmas, 
Birthday, or Wedding Presents. (The full tides of 
which will be found in the Alphabet.) 

Anderson's Fairy Tales. 35;. 

Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 3/. los. 

Gcethe's Faust, illustrations by P. Konbwka. zor. 6d. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. Vol. I. 31;. 6d. 

St. Georg^e's Chapel, Windsor. 

Favourite Eng^lish Poems, ms. 

The Abbey and Palace of Westminster. ^/. ss. 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist, js. 6a. 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains, zsj. 

Artists and Arabs. 7*. 6d. 

Normandy Picturesque. 16*. 

Travelling in Spain. x6*. 

The Pyrenees. 18*. 

Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, &c. X2s. 6d. 
Duplessis' Wonders of Engraving. z2j. 6d. 
Viardot, Wonders of Sculpture. laf. 6d. 

Wonders of Italian Art. i2j. 6d. 

Wonders of European Art. 12*. 6d. 

Sauzay's Wonders of Glass Making zor. 6d. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil. iZs. 

Gouffe's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 42^, 

Ditto. Popular edition, zo*. 6a. 

Book of Preserves, loj. 6d. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition, js. 6d. 
Christian Lyrics. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3/. Z3i-. 6d, 
Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. 21s. 

Historic Devices. &c. aw. 

Red Cross Knight (The). 25;. 
Dream Book, by E. V. B. az*. 6d. 
Schiller's Lay of the Bell. i^. 
Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 61. 6s. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United 

Kingdom during the last 20 years. 8vo. Half-morocco, i^ 6x. 

In the Tropics. Post 8vo. dr. 



ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T. 
Trowbridge. Numerous illustrations, small post. y. 6d. 

Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few 

rough Experiences on the North-West Pacific Coast. Or. 8vo. 
cloth, iQS. 6d. 

AVANAGH'S Origin of Language. 2 vols, crown 

8vo. z/. zx. 

Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 
Wm. Brady. Bvo. 16s. 





22 Sampson Low ana Go's 

y 

Kennan (O.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd edition, dr. 

" We strongly recommend the work as one of the most entertaining 
volumes of travel that has appeared of late years." — Athenetum* 

** We hold our bresuh as he details some hair-br«idth escape, and 
burst into fits of irresistible laughter over incidents fuU of humour. — 
Spectaior. 

Journey through the Caucasian Mountains. 8vo. 

doth. [Itt the Press. 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 

zzth edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 4/. xof. 

King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 

X voL crown 8vo., cloth, zof. td. 

Kingston (W. H. O.) Ben Burton, or Bom and Bred at 

Sea. Fcap. with Illustrations. 3^. (>d. 




ANG (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. I2J. 
Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guide. 

Post. 8V0. 3X. dd. 

Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary 

War. 8vo. i6f. 

Like unto Christ. A new translation of the " De Imitatione 
Christi/' usually ascribed to Thomas k KempLs. Second Edition. 6f. 

Little Gerty, by the author of " The Lamplighter. Fcap. dd. 

Little Men. See Alcott. 

Little Preacher. 32mo. u. 

Little Women. See Alcott. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. See Craik (Mrs.) 

Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper 

Edition. Fancy boards, sj. 

Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe. 

New Edition. 8vo. cloth, z/. xx. 

Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post 8vo. 

^s, 6d, 



Practical Astronomy. 8vo. &r. 



Lost amid the Fogs : Sketches of Life in Newfoundland. 
By Lieut -CoL R. B. McCrba. 8vo. iox. &£ 
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Low's Cop3rright Cheap Editions of American Authors, 
comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with 
their Authors : — 

z. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lamplighter." 

a. The Guardian Angel. By " The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

4. Views Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker: or, Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodgb. 

7. Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Miss Phrlps. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phrlps. 

zo. An Old-Pashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

II. Faith Gartnev. 

13. Stowe's Old Town Folks, or. dd. ; cloth, 3;. 

13. Lowell's Study Windows. 

14. My Summer in a Garden. By Charles Dudley Warner. 

15. Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. Stowk. 

16. We Girls. By Mrs. Whitney. 

17. Backlog Studies. By C. D. Warner. 

Each volume complete in itself, price xs, td. enamelled flexible cover ; 
9J. cloth. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publi- 
cations, forwsirded regularly. Subscription ax. td* per annum. 

Low's Minion Series of Popular Books. \s, each : — 

The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition.) 

Who is He? 

The Little Preacher. 

The Boy Missionary. 

Low (Sampson, Jun.) The Charities of London. A Guide 

to 750 Institutions. New Edition, ^r. 

Handbook to the Charities of London, for the year 

1867. IX. td. 

Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Continent. 8vo. 

cloth. 14X. 

Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. 

With illustration. Second Edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, zor. (id. 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 

and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketches, by C. D. Clbvb- 
LAND, D. D., author of the " Milton Concordance." zSmo. 4X. td. 

Macalpine; or. On Scottish Ground. A Novel. 3 vols. 

crown Svo. 3zx. td. 



ACQREQOR (John, M. A.) " Rob Roy " on the 

Baltic. Third Edition, small post, Svo. ax. td. 

A Thousand MUes in the " Rob Roy " 

Canoe. Eleventh Edition. Small post, Svo. a«. td. 
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Macgregor (John M. A.) Description of the " Rob Roy " 

Canoe, with i^ans, &c. u. 
The Voyage Alone in the Yawl " Rob Roy." 

Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. ^t. 

Mackay (Dr.) Under the Blue Sky. Ot>eo-air Studies of 

Men and Nature. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, •js. 6d. 

March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8yo. ^s. 6d. 

Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 
guage. 8vo. 8x. 6d. 

Marcy, (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal 8vo. 

12*. 

Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2j. 6d. 

Marsh (George P.) Man and Nature. 8vo. 141. 

Origin and History of the English Language. 



Svo. 16s. 

Lectures on the English Language. Svo. 16^. 



Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 

its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
AVork ; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

McCrea (Col.) Lost amid the Fogs. Svo. los. 6d. 

McMullen's History of Canada. Svo. 6s, 

Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. 2 vols, crown Svo. 15^. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. Svo. z&r. ; morocco x/. is. 

Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound. 
3/. ly. 6d. 

Missionary Geography (The) ; a Manual of Missionary 

Operations in all parts of the World, vrith Ms^) and Illustrations. Fcap. ' 
3^. 6d. 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31X. 6cL 

Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 

Mother Goose's Melodies for Children. Square 8vo., cloth 

extra. 7*. 6d. 

Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. Svo. lor. 6</. 

My Summer in a Garden. See Warner, 

My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 3IJ. 6d, 



List of PuhliccUions, 25 




EW Testament. The Authorized English Version ; 
with the various Readings^ from the most celebrated Manu- 
scripts, including the Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alex- 
andrian MSS., in English. With Notes by the Editor, Dr. 
TiscHBNDORF. The whole revised and carefully collected 
for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collection. Cloth flexible, 
gilt edges, 3J. td. \ cheaper style, %s. ; or sewed, xs. td. 

Norris (T.) American Fish Culture. 6j>. 6^. 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By William 
Allen Butler. \s. 



LD Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. 
RoBBiNS. ^ With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. 
Second Edition. Fcap. y. 6d. 



ALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the 

Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards 
of xoo Illustrations and coloured Designs, x vol. 8vo. il, is. 

" One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently 
valuable, always interestmg, often amusing, and not inferior in all the 
essentials of a gift book." — Times. 





Historic Deviced, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 

x/. If. 

Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance 
And Qeneral Average. By Hon. Thbophilus Parsons, a vols. 8vo 
3/. 

Parisian Family. From the French of Madame Guizox De 

Witt; by Author of "John Halifax." Fcap. 5*. 

" The feeling[ of the story is so food, the characters are so clearly 
marked, there is such fresHness and truth to nature in the simple inci- 
dents recorded, that we have been allured on from page to pa^e without 
the lesist wish to avail ourselves of a privilef^e permuted sometimes to the 
reviewer, and to skip a portion of the narrative." — Paii Mall Gaaette, 

Parton (J.) Smoking and Drinking. 3^. 6d. 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. From Water-Colour Draw- 
ings by Elijah Walton. Chromo- lithographed by J. H. Lowes, with 
Descriptive Text by the Rev. T. G. Bonnev. M.A., F.G.S. Folio 
half-morocco, with 21 large Plates. Original subscription, 8 guineas. ;.A 
very limited edition only now issued. Price 6 guineas. 



k 
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Phelps (Miss) Gates Ajar. 321110. \s, ; 6d.; ^d. 



Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2ino. Sewed, is. 6d. 



doth, 2S. 

Hedged In. i2mo. Sewed, is* 6d, ; doth, 2J. 

Silent Partner. 5^. 



Phillips (L.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo. 

xl. lis. 6d. 

Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3*. 

*' 'Plutarch's Lives' will yet^ be read by thousands, and in the versicm 

_ " _ 6' 

" Mr. Clough's work is worthy of all praise, and we hope that it wiQ 
- - - - - »_f.j. 



of Mr. Clough." — Quarterly Review, 
" Mr. Clough's work is worthy of s 
tend to revive the study of Plutarch." — Times. 



Morals. Uniform with CIough*s Edition of " Lives of 

Plutarch." Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3*. 

Poe (E. A.) The Poetical Works of. Illustrated by emiiient 

Artists. An entirely New Edition. Small 4to. los. 6d. 

Poems of the Inner Life. Post 8vo. &f.; morocco, los. 6ct» 

Poor (H. 'V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United 
States for 1868-9 ; Showing^ their Mileage, Stocks, Bonds, Cost, 
Earnings, Expenses, and Organisations, with a Sketch of their Rise, &c. 
X voL 8vb. . 16*. 

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. St. Beuve. 

x2mo. dr. 6d. 

Prew (M. T.) German Primer. Square cloth. 2s. 6d. 
Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 

and Foreign Litevature ; giving a transcript of the title-ps^^ of every 
work published in Great Britain, and every work of interest puUished 



and Foreign Liteiraturej giving a transcript of the title-ps^^ of every 

publishc ' " 
abroad, with lists of all the publishing houses. 



Published regularly on the ist and X5th of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of &r. per annum. 

Queer Things of the Service. Crown Svo., fancy boards. 

zs. 6d. 



ASSELAS, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. John- 
son. With Introduction by the Rev. William West, Vicar 
of Nairn. (Bayard Series), us. 6d, 

Recamier (Madame) Memoirs and Correspondence of. 

Translated from the French, and Edited by J. M. Luystbr. With 
Portrait. Crown Svo. js. 6d. 

Red Cross Knight (The). See Spenser. 

Reid (W.) After the War. Crown Svo. iQr. 6d. 
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Reindeer, Dogs, Ac. See Bush. 

Reminiscences of America in 1869, ^y 1*wo Englishmen. 

Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetry. 

Small post 8vo., cloth. 5^. 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible cloth extra. 2j. dd, 

(Bayard Series.) 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions 

of Choice Books." 5X. 



AUZAY, (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Numer- 
ous illustrations. Demy 8vo. ia«. 6dl 

Schiller*s Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord 
Lytton. With 43 illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 4to. Z4X. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Seaman (Ezra C.) Essays on the Progress of Nations 

in civilization, productive history, wealth, and population ; illustrated by 
statistics. Post Svo. lof. td, 

Sedgwick, (J.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. Svo. 

U. x8*. 

Shadow and Substance. 3 vols. 31X. 6^. See Healy (M). 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets, selected by J. Howard 
Staunton ; with 36 exquisite drawings by John Gilbert. See 
" Choice Scries." 5*. 

Sheridan's Troopers on the Borders. Post Svo. 7j. dd, 
Sidney (Sir Philip) The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, 

edited, with notes, by the author of " Gentle Life," 7*. &/. Large paper 
edition. za«. 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "The Gentle Life." Second edition. 6f. 

Silent Partner. See Phelps. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. 

crown Svo. z/. 4X. 

Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of 
the Gipsy Language, zof. td. 

Smiley (S. P.) Who is He ? 32mo. u. 

Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth, 

azf. ; half roan, aax. 
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Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children, beaatifuUy 

psinted in a^xirs. Qoth extra, bevelled boards. $t. 
Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 

E. Lbvikn. Flexible doth. as. 6d. Bayard Series. 

Spa3rth (Henry) The American Draught-Player. 2nd 

edition, zamo. &r. 

Spenser's Red Cross Knight, iUustrated with 12 original 

drawings in facsimile. 4to. xL $s. 

Spofford (Harriet P.) The Thief in the Night. Crown 8vo., 

doth. 5*. 

Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Steele, translator of "An Eastern Love Story." Fcap. 8vo. 
Qoth, 5f . 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. 

New edition, xamo. y. 6d. 

Stories of the Great Prairies, firom the Novels of J. F. 

Cooper. With numerous illustraticms. 5«. 

Stories of the Woods, from J. F. Cooper. 5j. 

Sea, from J. F. Cooper. 5^. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor, or 18 Photographs with de- 
scriptive Letterpress, by John Harrington. Imp. 4ta 6y. 

Story without an End, from the German of Carove, by the 
late Mrs. Sarah T. Austin, crown^ 4to. with 15 exquisite drawings by 
£. V. B., printed in colours in facsimile of the original water colours, 
and numerous other illustrations. New edition, js. 6d. 

square, with illustrations by Harvey. 2s. 6d. 

of the Great March, a Diary of General Sherman's 

Campaign through Georgia and the Carolmas. Nimierous illustrations. 
x2mo. cloth, ys. 6d. 

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. i2mo. y, 6d. 

Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square doth, 4f. 6d, 

House and Home Papers. i2mo. boards, ix. ; cloth 

extra, zr . 6d, 

Little Foxes. Cheap edition, is, ; library edition, 4r. 6d, 

Men of our Times, with portrait. 8yo. 12s, 6d. 



Minister's Wooing. 51. ; copyright series, is, 6d, ; 

cloth, 2^. 

Old Town Folk. 2s, 6d. 



*' This story must make its way, as it is easy to predict it will, by its 
intrinsic merits." — Times. 

** A novel of great power and beauty, and something more than a 
mere novel— we mean that it is worth thoughtful people's reading. . . 
It is a finished literary work, and will well repay the reading."— Z«tef*wy 
CAurcAman, 



List of PubliccUions, 29 



Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth 

extra, jx. 6(/. 

Pink and White T3rranny, Small post 8vo. y, 6d, 

• Queer Little People, is, ; cloth, 2s, 

Religious Poems ; with illustrations. 3J. 6d, 

Chimney Comer, is, ; cloth, u. 6d, 

The Pearl of Orr's Island. Crown 8vo. 5J. 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2s, 

(Professor Calvin E.) The Origin and History of 

the Books of the New Testament, Canonical and Apocryphal. 
8vo. 8s. 6d, 

STORY'S (JUSTICE) WORKS: 

Commentaries on the Law of Agencv, as a Branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition. 
8vo. z/. lu. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Bailments. 7th Edition. 

8vo. il, lis. 6d, 

Commentaries on the Law of Bills of Exchange, 
Foreign and Inland, as administered in England and America. 
4th Edition. Svo. z/. us. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreip^ 

and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies, 
and especially in regard to^ Marriages, Divorces, Wills, Successions, 
and Judgments. 6tK Edition. Svo. z/. im. 

Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 

States ; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History 
of the Colonies and States before the adoption of the Constitution. 
3rd Edition, a vols. Svo. a/, ax. 

Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition, 
by E. H. Bbnnbtt. Svo. z/. iis. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, 

and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th 
Edition ; by E. H. Bbnnbtt. Svo. z/. iis. 6d. 

Treatise on the Law of Contracts, By William 
W. Story. 4th Edition, a vols. Svo. 3/. 3/. 

Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 

3rd Edition, edited by Hon. J. C. Pbrkins. Svo. z/. xis. 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Inci- 
dents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts 
Equity of England and America. 7th Edition. Svo. il. us. 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Jurisprudence as admi- 
nistered in England and America. 9th Edition. 3/. y. 
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Suburban Sketches, by the Author of "Venetian Life." 
Post 8vo. dr. 

Summer in Leslie Qoldthwaite's Life, by the Author of 
" The Gayworthys," Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

Swiss Family Robinson, i2mo. 3^. (>d. 



AUCHNITZ'S EngUsh Editions of German 

Authors. Each volume cloth flexible, zs. ; or sewed, is. 6d. 
The following arenow ready : — 

I. On the Heigfhts. By B. Auerbach. 3 vols. 

2. In the Year '13. By Fritz Reutbr. x voL 

3. Faust. By Goethe. 1 vol. 

4. Undine, and other Tales. By Fouqud. i vol. 

5. L'Arrabiata. By Paul Heyse. i vol. 

6. The Princess, and other Tales. By Heimrich Zschokkb. z vol. 

7. Lessing's Nathan the Wise. 

8. Hacklander's Behind the Counter, translated by Mary Howitt. 

9. Three Tales. By W. Hauff. 

zo. Joachim v. Kamem ; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. 

Nathusius. 
xz. Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter. 
X2. Gabriel. From the German of Paul Heyse. By Arthur Milman. 

23. The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Heyse. 

24. Through Night to Light. By Gutzkow. 

IS' Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces. By Jean Paul Richter. 
16. The Princess of the Moor. By Miss Marlitt. 

Tauchnitz (B.) German and English Dictionary, Paper, 

IS. ; clothf IS. td. ; roan, sj. 

French and English. Paper u. 6</. ; cloth, 2J-. ; 



roan, 2J. dd. 



roan, zs. td. 



roan, ^s. td. 



ItaUan and English. Paper, ix. 6</. ; cloth, 2J-. ; 
Spanish and English. Paper, \s, 6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; 



New Testament. Cloth, 2j. ; gilt, 2J. &d. See New 

Testament. 

Taylor (Bayard) The Byeways of Europe ; Visits by Unfre- 
quented Routes to Remarkable Places. By Bayard Taylor, author 
of " Views Afoot." 2 vols, post 8vo. i6s. 



Story of Kennett. 2 vols. idr. 

Hannah Thurston. 3 vols. i/. 4r. 

Travels in Greece and Russia. Post Svo, 7^. 6d. 

Northern Europe. Post 8yo. Cloth, &r. 6d, 
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Taylor (Bayard). Egypt and Central Africa. 

Beauty and the Beast. Crown 8vo. lor. 6</. 

A Summer in Colorado. Post 8vo. 7^. 6</. 

Joseph and his Friend. Post 8vo. ioj. 6</. 

Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, u. dd, ; doth, 2f. 

See Low's Copyright Edition. 

Tennyson's May Queen ; choicely Illustrated from designs by 
the Hon. Mrs. BoYLB. Crown 8vo. See "Choice Series.'* 5X. 

Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 

Illustrations, a vols. xl. \s. 

Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. See New Testa- 
ment. 

Townsend 0°^") A Treatise on the Wrongs called 
Slander and Libel, and on the remedy, by civil action, for these 
wrongs. 8vo. xl. xot. 

Twenty Years Ago. (Forming Volume 3 of the John Halifax 

Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4s. 

Twining (Miss) Illustrations of the Natural Orders of 
Plants, with Groups and Descriptions. By Elizabeth Twining. 
Reduced from the folio edition, splendidly illustrated in colour? from 
nature. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 5/. 5*. 



ANDENHOFP'S (George), Clerical Assistant. 

Fcap. 3^. 6</. 




Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5^. 



Varia ; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of 

" The Gentle Life." Reprinted by permission from the " Saturday Re- 
view," " Spectator," &c. 6s, 

Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 

300 designs. 8vo. X5X. 

Viardot (L.) Wonders of Italian Art, numerous photo- 
graphic and other illustrations. Demy 8vo. X2s. (>d. 



Wonders of Painting, numerous photographs and 

other illustrations. Demy 8vo. X2S. 6d, 

Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations 



Demy 8vo. xa; . 6d. 




AKE ROBIN; a Book about Birds, by John 
Burroughs. Crown 8vo. s». 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 
Boards, xs. 6d. ; cloth, o*. (Low's Copyright Series.) 
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We Girls ; a Home Story, by the author of " Gayworthys." 
3*. fid, 

Webster (Daniel) Life of, by Geo. T. Curtis. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Cloth. 36X. 

Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, 6 Views, with Letterpress. 

In Portfolio, Imperial Folio. 3/. xox. 

Westminster Abbey and Palace. 40 Photographic Views 
with Letterpress, dedicated to Dean Stanley. 4to. Morocco extra, 

Wheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law, edited 

by Dana. New edition. Imp. 8vo. \L xor. 

Where is the City ? i2mo. cloth. 6r. 

White (J.) Sketches from America. 8vo. I2j. 

White (R. G.) Memoirs of the Life of WiUiam Shake- 
speare. Post 8vo. Qoth. xof. 6^. 

Whitney (Mrs.), The Gayworthys. Small post 8vo. y, 6d. 

Faith Gartney. Small post 8vo» ^s, 6d. And in Low's 

Cheap Series, is. 6d. and ax. 

Hitherto. Small post 8vo. 6j. 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite*s Life. ' Small post 



8vo. y, 6d, 

We Girls. Small post Svo. 3^. 6d, 



WhjTte (J. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. 

Crown Svo. los, 6d. 

Woman's (A) Faith. A Novel. By the Author of ** EtheL" 
3 vols. Post Svo. 31X. 6d, 

Wonders of Sculpture. See Viardot. 

Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 

of the English Lang^uage. Adapted for Library or College Refer- 
ence, comprising 40,000 m>rds more than Johnson s Dictionary. 4to. 
cloth, x,834 pp. Price 31X. 6d. well bound ; ditto, hsdf russia, m. as. 

** The volumes^ before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination- with fkncifulness,— with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronotmced the best existing English 
Lexicon. **^A theiutum. 

Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences 

and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, 
Letters, and Speeches (Bayard Series), as, 6d. 

Young (L.) Acts of Gallantry; giving a detail of every act 
for which the Silver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been 
granted during the last Forty-one years. Crown 8vo., doth. 7s. 6d, 



CHISWXCK PRBSS Z—PRTNTRD BY WH1TTINGHAM AND WILKINS, 
TOOKS COURT, CHANCBRV LANS. 
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